(Read . the splendid, long,
complete School Tale of the
Juniors of St. Jim’s in thia
number.) 2 '
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miezr.  THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL.” %

for All and Every Story o Gtexm!

LUMLEY-LUMLEY.
— HERO! —

A Splendid Long, Complete School Tale
of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

e R

CHAPTER 1..
! Waiting for Gussy.

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY, the fellow wlo was
known to St. Jim's as the ¢ Outsider,”” stood at the
window of his study in the School House. \

Lumloy-Lumley was alone in the study. e stood looking
out of tim window into the green gquadrangle. Ho had a
view of most of the front of the School Houss, and down below
e could ee n group of juniors chatting cheerily on the Houss
stops.. The sound of their voices reached him through tlie
open window, and he distinguished words overy now and
then.

Thera was a hard look on Lumley-Lumley's face, and his
lips were tight set. A feeling of loneliness weighed upon him,
Yo might have had friends st 8t Jim's—plenty of them, and
it was his own fault if ho had none, and the only fellow he
wias ever chummy with was Mellish, tho cad of the Fourth:
As @ rule, Jerrold was quite satisfied with his way of life.
But s he looked out of his study window at that cheery group
of juniors, it struck him that perhaps he was not quite so
dlover as he had alwayvs beliaved, and that perhups his woy
was not the best way.

He could see Jock Bluke and Digby, of the Iourth; and
Tiorries was in the shadow of the doorway. They were wait-
inz for Arthur Augustus D'Aroy to come out. They fre-
quently had to wait for D’Arey, The swell of 8t. Jim’s had
a way of wanting to change his necktie at the lnst moment, or
to put on another waistcoat, and his chums were often reduced
to.a stote of fury by it. But they were good-tempered enough

now. It was o half-holiday at 8t. Jin's, and a fine, pleasant.

afternoon, and a fellow would huve had to be very grumpy
indeed to fail to be cheerful.
‘““When is that ass coming?"
¢ We shall be late.”
Digby looked at his watch.
*“ Oh, no, that’s all right!

Lumley heard Blake say.

Plenty of time for the train.”

* Well, we ouglit to ba thers envly, you know.
Co. are bound to be early.”

“ Yas, vuther! Gussy, Gussy!"

“D'Arcy! Gussy ! Ass! Fathead! Buck up!”

Threo youths belonging to tha Shall came out of tha Schoo!
House. They wera ’f’oxn Morry, Manoers, and Lowthar—ti2
Terrible Threa. :

‘“ Hallo! Going out?” said Blaka.

“Yes, rather!”’

‘ Whither bound?”

Tom Merry laughed.
-“Same as you, I expect.”

‘“ Rylcombe Station?" -

(13 Yes !”

““ Oh, rats! I don't sea what you want to go for? Look
here—

“ Rats!”

And the Terrible
grunted.

““ Where is that blessed duffer, Gussy?’ Le oxclaimed.
‘“ Those Shell bounders will bs there, and Figgins & Co. will
be there, and we shall be late!”

‘“ Rotten!"

‘“ Buzz off and see where he is, Dig."”

*‘ Right you are!”

Digby disappeared into tha House. . Blake and Herrieg
remained on the School House steps, drumming tleir heols
with impatience.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumiey watehed them, a curious exprassion
on his face. He did not know what was the eause of the sx
citoment among the juniors. There was evidently something
“on.''  Lumley wondered what it was, and a new thouzhi
came into his mind, He turned from the window, left the
study, and walked quickly down the Fourth-Form passaza
townrds the stoirs, :

As he passed Study No. 6 he heard the sound of two voices

Figains &

Three walked off chesrfully. Blaka

‘A- DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY .NEXT THURSDAY.

No. 138 (New Svuries.)

Copyright In the United States of America.



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY e~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3 LIBRARY. “gov

riised in altercation, They belonged to Dighby and to Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

* Buek up, you mmge‘ = Dlgb» was saying, in exeited tones.

" "Weally, Dig—

‘ Tom Merry and Lowther and Manners are gonei”

" Yaas, but—"

‘“Figgins & Co. will have started before now.,

“Vewy nwob., but—"

“ We shall be Jast.”

“Yars, I know.  But—"

“Well, come on, then!”

“1 am sowwy., Dig., but it is uttahly imposs. for me to
comre out in a soiled collah, and I only discovahed at the last
moment that it was soiled | I?

* You ass

“T wefuse to be called an ass!”

“ Will you buck up?”’ yelled Digby.

¥ ‘Ilow can I buck up when I have to keep on Jeavin’ off to
uh“«' MO

ARGl Yot o
Luamley-Lunley grinned as he passed on. He went down-
its aud heard no more. Blake and Herries looked round
¥ as he came out of the docr. and then looked disap-

They bhad fancied for the moment that it was

23

idlelie whistled, and Herries drmumed with his heels. They
dicd not expect the Outsider to stop and speak. They were on
the worst of terms with the millioraive’s son, But Jerrold
Luniley-Lumley was on a new tack that afternoon. He

Nice afternoon!” he remarked.
(\'1, nppmu“ remarked Herries
uo ng out?

Tl 33

Fog,
: fo R\]c sinbe
Y@c
l’l;\l nswers were monosyllabie.  He did not say *“ Yes
as he might have said to anybody clse. Ile did

the compuny of the OQutsider—the fellow who had
irade himself bitterly unpopular at St. Jim’s by unscrupuloas-
ness and falsehood, and who had narrowly escaped being
t-\pv”ed for breaking bounds at night and visiting pubhc-
Louses,

Luniley-Lumley flushed a little.

Hardened thongh he was in nuny wave, he was sensitive
viough in athiers; bub in pursuance of liis secret determina-
{ion, lre affected not to notice Blake’s short answers,

© Auvthing on in Ryleombe?’ he asked.

fNob that T know of.”
R ,}'ou‘m going there?"”

ex.”’

‘“To meet somebody, I suppose?”?

e

‘At the station?”’

Ve
_ Tho conversation had become a catechism.
nepatient glance into the House.
appeared yet.

‘* New ch'\]) coming to the school?” asked Lumley-Lumley,
\\‘HO .~eemcd ,ecol\((. to keep up the conversation at any cost.

SiNo%!

Blake cast an
D’Arcy and Digby had not

“

Oh, {rien 11 of :ycurs coming, I suppose?’

CThil's it

& iLHt a visitor 7"

YV oe
1..|\c wiiistled again. He did not say who the visitor was.

He did not repavd that as being any business of Lumley-
Luniley’s.

The Outsider tightened his lips for a mioment.

Lot of fellcn\'q going with you?’ he remarked.

“ Only three."

“Tom Merry has gone! 2

“Yier,”

i quc place???

e

‘\'\d the New House fellowe—Figging, Kerr, and Wynn—

l“;_f,(,ms & Co., as you you call ti,mn—they ve pone?’

‘1 believe so.”

‘““Rather a distinguished wisitor, I suppose?’ caid Lumley.
Lumnsley.

Vg P

‘“ Anybody T know 7°2

“You've scen her.”™

Lumley-Lumley started.

“Hev!  Is it a girl??

‘“ Yes,! said Blake reluctantly.

The Oritsider burst into & laugh.

“ Oh, that's what you're 50 wecrot ahéat, is it?
soing to meat a girl, and

Blake’s brow darkened.

“ We're: going to meek M\\ﬂ (Neveland, D Arcy’s cousin,”’

Tuw Geyn Litrany.—No.
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he said sharply. “ It's known to everybedy who cares to
know. Theie’s nothing secret about it.”

o %ousm Ethel—eh 77

- " ")’\

5 %he is paying a visit to St. Jim's

‘“Oh, T see!”

Jerrold understood at last. He knew ho“ pcpul i D’ Arcy’s
Cousin Kthel was with the chums of St. Jin's, and how ihey
were willing to walk miles to win a xlmle From her. Ho
remembered his own last meeting with Cousin Ethel, and
Lolomed a little.

* Look here,”
you, Blake!”

S¥What 7

" T'd like to come with you, to meet Miss Cleveland’
said the Outsider.

el sorny for that.”

“ Why?

‘‘ Because you can't come.’

The Outsider s¢owled dmldy

* ¥You don’t wanb my compan\-—-eh b

“To be quxte candid, T don’t,” said Blake, in his blunt way.
“ But that isn't all. You were rude to Miss Claveland whena
you niet her down at Tom Z\Ierry’s place in the vac. Yev
ought to keep out of lier way.

1 shall p% ease myself about that.’

g You Il please nie,

said Jerrold abruptly,  I'd like to come with

¢ train,”

too, as far as that goes. "You won't
canie to the station,” said Bluke. with a ¢parkle in his eyes.

* Sowwy to keep you waitin’, deah boys!” said, Arthue
Augustus D Arcy, (.omm-r out of the House, followed by the
red and 0\ﬂ~pmﬂhd Digh

Blake snorted.

“ You :low asﬂ-——”

‘“Weally, Blake

“ Oh, come on, now veu're here! We shall be late 12

1t was weally qu s fault—he intewwupted me——"’

“ Oh, come on !’

The c]]ums of the Fourth walked off towards the gates.
Jerrold Lumley was left standing alcne upon the School House
steps, looking alter them. His eves were glinting.,

CITAPTER 2.
The Qutsider Mcans Business,

& UMLEY !
“ 1t was Meliish’s voice calling frem the House.
Jerrold Lutaley did not stir,

He heard Mellish, but he was not accustoined to wasting
much politeness upon his toady. Mellish could call as leng as
be wished.

*“ Lumley !’

The Outstder sat down on the stone balustrade, his
thrust deep into his tronzers pockets,

His face was hard, his eyes glinting.

He remembeved Cousin Ethel well, He had been rude to
her once, and he remembered that well, too, and the cold

scorn of the girl, which brought the hot blocd to his cheeks as
he thought of it.

Yet he liked her.

He did not quite know why or how, but Ethel Lad made a
deep impression upon him, and he wished that he had been
more like Tom Merry or Blake or Figgins, so that he might
Liave been on terms of friendship with her.

But was it impossible now?

Lumley—Lumley was, as he often said himsclf, * hard all
through.” His early life in New York had hardened him—the
battle of life, the struggle with grim poverty, before the mil-
lions came to Lumleys, Limited.

He had seldom wanted a thing without getting it, by hook
or by crook, and he never scrupled much as to the methods
he used.

1f only

“ Lumley I

Mellish’s voice intercupted Lis reflectione, as the cad of the
Fourth Form camo out of the School House,

Mellish looked angry.

# On here you me'

hands

he exclaimed. ' Didn’t you hear me =

Yoes.

“ Why didn't you answer?’

“ 1 guess 1 didn’t want to.”

Mellish bit his lip.

“Wa arranged to go out, ” he caid,
for you, and you weren't there.

“P'm not going.”

Mellish stared.

“ Not going "’ he exclaimed.

.‘]'cg'old shock his head.

T looked in the study
Aye vou ready?”’

A Scho 1 Tale of Tom Merry & Co
cByOMABTIN CLIFFORD.T .
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" Rut—we arrangad it

‘“Phen we cun disarrange ik’

Mellish looked at Lumley-Lumley, and then burst out. Even
the worm will turn, and Mellish had been ** fod up’’ lately
with Jorrold's insolence. They had planned that afternoon
to go down the river and visib a certain inn, where book-
makers wore to be met, and where they were to have whut
Jorrold described as a high old time, Mellish, who was as
lawlesa as ha'dared to be, had looked forward to the excursion
with great keenness, To be told in this offhand way that it
was off was a little too much, oven for the fellow who had
always toadied to the millionaire’s son. -

“ You—you confoundod purse-proud puppy "' Mallish burat
out. “I'vo had about enough of your cheek. You're not
going! It's too late for me to fix up enything else—overy-
body's gone out. Do you think I'm going to spend the after-
noon watohing the Sixth practise footer?  ¥ou rotier|

“ Oh; shut up!"” 4

“T've had a ?ittla too much of vou' and your blessed side!”
said Mellish. © You chn look out for another chum, that's
alll You can’t play the giddy Tsar over me becausg your
father made milliona by canning rotten beef in Chicago!”

 Don't be an nss, Mallish,” said Lumley quietly. “ T can't
ro down the river this afternoon; I've ¢hanged my mind, and
’I'\'a ot something else on. Did you know that Cousin Ethel
wias coming to the school this afternoon?"

* Yes, I%murd some chap say so."

“Why didn't vou tell me?”

Mellish stared.

“J dido’t think yvou cared about it, Lumley. Why should
I

“Woll, T do care about it."

S Myohutie

Mellish sat down on the balustrade and stared at ths Out-
sider. His astonishment seemed too great for words.

Lumley looked at him savagely.

* “Well, what are you cackling at?"

<My hat!”

* You confounded ass

“* My only sunt!” gasped Mellish. T never thought of
you. You—my hat! You don't mean to say that you're
ful!owipg in Figgins’s footsteps, and going spoons! My word
—you!” j

Lumley coloured.

“ Do you want me to knock you off that balustrade?” ho
asked, in a low, furious tone.

Mellish shrank a little.

¢ Oh, keep your wool on!” he said.

“ Then stop that rotting !

¥ But voussaid——*

“T'm not a soft fool!” said Lumley-Lumley. *‘ There’s
nothing of that sort about me. I'll explain. You know that
the fellows heve think a great deal of Cousin Ethel.”

** Yas, I know that.”

“Thoy seem to look upon her as a piece of precious porce-
Iain, or something of that sort, which will break if it’s touched
voughly,” dnid Jerrold, with a sneer.

Mellisly chuckled.

* Yeas, something like that'

“ And they're all detormined on one thing—that I sha'n’t
have anything to say to ler,” the Outsider went on.

Maellish nodded.

“ Wall, that's where T come in, Tom Merry and Blake and
I'igzins don't ugree on many things, but they're all agroed
on ono poim';;—to keep me away from Cousin Ethel."

s

“ T know.

“TI'm going to stop that.”

“You can’t. They won’t take you on.”

“T've tried that,”” said Lumley. ‘I asked Blake {o let mo
Join liis party to meet her at the station.”

¢ e refused, of course?”’

“ Yes.”

“You'll have to make up your mind to that, Lumley.
C'ousin Ethel isn’t your sort. She won’t have anything to say
to me, either. ILook here, drop the idea, and come whers wo
arvtanged,"”

* [ don't usunlly give up a schems,” faid Lumley. “I'm
vich enough, and [ bave brains enough. to have wmy own
way. don’t care a rap for Cousin Kthel in any way—but
do care for being barred and excluded by those cads!”

“ 1 don't ses how you can alter ik"

“T'm going to.”

Mellish looked interested.

“ But how " he asked. “ I'm ready to help you in anything
up against Tom Merry & Co., but you see, it’s impossible,
Cousin Ethel herself won't have anything to do with you.
She'll stick to them. You could dazzle some girls with your
monoy, but not Kthel Cleveland. She wouldn’t cara !’

*T'll make her care.”

£ W hat 7

“ T'm going to scora ovar those cads!”

Thue Gem Lisrary.—No. 138.
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between lis teeth.  * They’ve plannad an afrernooa with
Cousin Lthel, and they’re tumbling over one another to be
first to meet her—and they're leaving ine out.”

“ Yes

$Woell, I'm going to scors. Cousin Ethel i3 going to spond
this afternoon with me instead of with them.”

Mellish gasped.

“ But she won’t!” he almost shrieked,

¢ She’ll have to.”

“What "

“I'm on the wdrpath now. What's the good of belng »
millionaire's son if Lean't have my own way. I could affoed
to spend & hundred pounds on spoofing thom, if I liked. I'm
gomf to spoof them."

* But—"" Maellish gasped lelplessly,

“ And you're going to izelp ma."”

“ But—""

““So come on!”

And Lumley-Lumley linked his arm in Mellish's, and walked
him away. Mellish went unvesistingly. He was complatoly
under the influence of the hard, cunning Outsidar,

‘“ But have you got a plan?’ he gasped, at last.

And Lumley nodded with a grin.

I guess so0,” lie replied.

And Mellish said no more.

—_——

CHAPTER 3.
The Outsider Plays a Deep Game.

ACK BLAKE looked at his watch as the clinma of the
Fourth strode from the gates of St. Jim's. Jack Blake
was frowning heavily.

‘“Quartor to three!” he growled. ¢ We shall be lats™

¢ Oh, we can do it in ten minutes!"” Digby remarked.

“ Lot's lurry !" Herries suggestod.

* Weally, Hewwies, the weathah is too warm for huwwyin',”
said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. 1 do not fesl quite up ta
huwwyin'. We should have been in tirga but for you fellows.™

““ What 1" yelled all throo.

“Yaas, wathah! You would persist in mtewwuptin' me
when I was changin' my collah.' :

Blake looked daggers.

‘ Look here, Gussy !’ he said. ** You'ra tao funny to live.
Why they didn't drown you at birth, and keep one of tha
others, I never could make oul!”

“ Weally, Blake—""

£ Get a move on now. Buck up!”

1 am weally walkin' vewy fast—

“ Walk Faster?*

2]
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. “Impoes., deah boy ! Tt does not loak gwaceful to walk tco
fast’?

; *“ You sss! Cousin Ethel will be at Rylcombe Station at
three.” =

“ We shall be_in time, deah boy. Besides, more haste less
‘peed, you know. I assuah you it will be all wight.”

* Ass!? ¢

“1 wefuse to be called an ass!”

Y Buck up!”’

“ Wats 1 ,

When Arthur Augustus I’ Arey was obstifiate there was no
moving him. He had made up his mind that there would be
plenty of time to arrive at:-the station by three, even if he
prograssed atb o leisurely and graceful walk. From that no
arpument conld move him, and Blake knew it J

“’(.'?mn on, you fellows,” said Jack. '* We'll leave lim be-
hinid.* ] . ’
** Right-ho I" Lo ;

*Arcy turned his eyeglass indignantly upon Blake,

0 wafuse to be left behind, you boundahs !’

A Then buck up!”

*“ I decline to buck up.”

The three juniors laughed, and pressed on at a hot pace,
as if thoy were on a walking msteh.  Arthur Angustus
D'Arcy looked sfter them wrathfully.  He had snid ho
wouldn't buck pp: and what he had zaid, he hod said. He
biad also said that he wouldn’t be left behind, but about that
he did not seem to be able to help himeelf now.

* Waally, you fellows—" he called out,
** Good-bye I'*

** Weally, Blake—"

““'Hs, ha, ha!” .

Blake, Herries, and Digby tramped on rapidly, and a bend
of the, lane hid them from view. Arthur Augustus D'Afy
sniffed with indignation, and strolled on. He simply would
uot hurry. It was cortain that he would be the last to veach
the station, but that did not make any difference to him now.
Hiz= mind was mads up.

*"Hallo, D'Arey 1™
h T_hc:i swell of Bt. Jim's started as a voice hailed him from

chind.

Jerrold Lumley and Mellish were behind him, and bad
almost overtaken him.. D’Arey looked at thom coid’ly enough.
He liked Lumley-Lumley no more than Bluke did, and only a
few days before they had met in fistic oncounter—of which
Lumley's faco still bore some traces.

‘* Hallo 1" said D'Arcy. .

'‘ Going to the station to meet Miss Cleveland—eh ?”’

** Yaas, wathah, though I weally do not know how you

know anythin’ about it !”

‘““You’ll be late.”

“T have plentay of time.’*

‘“ Where are the others?’

' Gone on!”

*Oh, T gee! said Lumley, walking beside D'Arcy, and
sesuming . most cordial manner ; and the Outsider of 8t, Jim’s
could be eordial enough when ho chose. 1 my, D'Arcy, it's
warm weather for walking 1"

** ¥aas, wothah! I wefused to huwwy "'

L %u}itre !right. But would you like a hift?"

" i t \A

“ Yo« I'm having the trap out from the Golden Pig—we
shall pess it in  few minutes, and the trap will be ready. 11l
give you a lift into the village, if vou like.”

* Wenily, Lomlay—" :

*Oh, don’t refuse!" said Jorrold. ** You're muking your
traousers auty on the road, and it's warm for walking. ~ Fe-
udu‘ 'yblt;'ve n‘u’ne too much timo to get to the station.”

i Eally—— ¢ e

“Here's the place;” said Lumley, stopping outside the wa ¥=
sitla inn, ‘and signing to Mallish to go in and call for the trap,
“ It's a_jolly liitlo trap, and a ripping horse. You can drive
il you like. T often have the trap out.”

** Yags, I have seen you mit, The hioyse is wathah skittish,
it would b =afah for me to dwive, 1 think.”

7 Certainly I wid Jexrold readily, seeing that D'Arey was
riclding to the temptation. ** Look here, I'd take .it as a
real favour if you'd dnve for me.”

Ax ;\'jll, if you put it in that way, deah hoy—"

0. ;

“ Then T nocept with pleasore.”

** Right-ho! Here's t.)'n’e trap "

Jerrold Lumley-Lamley was well known at the inn. He
come there somiegimes for other reasons than for ponies and
traps; scometimes When the gates wero locked at'St. Jim's, and
the lights out in the junior dermitorics, Jerrold and Mellish
liad intended to use the Gelden Pig trap for their run down
thie river that afterrioon, and all was in rendiness for them,
Mellish drove it out of the inn yard. The horse was certainly
good, very different from the *‘ crock ”-that was -usually let
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out in Rylcombe with a hired trap, for Lum]
deal about horseflesh, and he could afford t
wante'd. . T : )

Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy’s eyes sparkled at the sig i

* Jollay ggcud I'" he remarked. " Bai Jove! ??ﬁﬁ{f’m
wathah funnay to pass Blake and Hewwies and Dig on the
woad aftah alll”

** They wouldn’t wait for you?”’ asked Lumley.

“ Well, not exactly that; they wanted me to huwwy, and
I wefused.” - s

‘* We'll pass them right enough.”’

D’Arcy got intorthe trap-and gathered up the reins.
exchanged a quick locks with liis comrade.

" What's the game?" he murmured.

" Get in, that's all,'™ said Jerrold.

* You've got a echeme on?”
‘1 guess g0."

D’ Arcy lookéd round.

* Jump in, deah boys!”

His manner was quite cordisl now. As a matter of fact,
D'Arey was so good-natured that snybedy could have imposed
upon kim by a thow of cordiality. ~Jerrold was #o civil now
that D'Arey was feeling a little sorry ho hud been so réugh on
the Outsidey, and that was exactly what the young schemer
wanted.

Circumstances were playing into the Outsider’s hands.
D’Arcy would have been startled if he had known what was
in Jerrold’s mind.

But he did not think of anything of the sort for a moment.
He sixi\ilply thought that Jerrold wanted to be obliging. That
was all.

" Bai Jove! This is a decent horse,” he remarked, as the
trap rolled 'on down the road to Rylecmbe.

“1 pguess s0,” zaid Jerrold. *'1 know a good thing when
I seg it. - They know I mean to get what I want, too.”

*Bai Jove! There's Blake "™

The trap was covering the ground so quickly, that Blake and
bis chums came in sight in a very few minutes. The threo
juniors looked up at the sound of wheels, and they stared at
the sight of Arthur Augustus I'Arcy in the trap with Lumley
and Mellish.

‘“ My only hat!” ejaculated Blake, -

D’Arcy grinned down at them.

1 wathah think I shall be at the station, first, deah hoys I"’

“ You ass 2 9 ;

* Weally, Blake—"’ g

* What are you chumming up with Lamley for??

‘‘ He has been vewy decent, and I wefuse—* -

‘“ Get down !’

“ Wats 1

** Look here, Gussy

_ '“Pewwaps I'd bettah give you a lift !’ said D' Arcy slacken-

ing.

B.]“Rl’m not going to drive with that blessed Outsider ! said
ake.

 The Outsider would have something to say about that,
too!" said Jerrold, with a sneer. *‘ There's not raom for
three more in the trap, either !’

* Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that?!’

“* Look heve; Gussy, got down! You don’t want to take
favowrs from that chap!” exclaimed Blake hotly. ‘‘ He only
wants to seripe acquaintance with Couvsin Ethel.”?

* Bai Jove!”

D’Arcy looked perplexed.

‘“ Better get on,” said Jerreld.

‘“ Weally, Lumley 2

‘* Get down, Gussy )’

' Weally Blake i /1y

D’Arcy was in a dubious frame of mind. He felt that Blake
was right to some extent, yet having accepted the lift from
Lumley, be could hardly throw it in the Outsider’s face. And
yet

Lumley seitled the matter.

He gave the horse a flick with the whkip, and the animal
bounded forward. The chums of the Fourth had to spring
back out of the way, or they would ccstainly have been
knocked down in the voad. A

* You rotter ! roared Blake.

The trap rushed on.

D'Arey gripped the reins. - The horse was fresh, and it
noeded all the care of a skilful driver to keep him from’ bolt-
ing. D'Arcy had no time to think of anything but driving
for the next few minutes; and by that time Blake and his com-
rades wera leff far behind. y

Rylcombe village was now before the trap, and just where
the Jane ran into the old-fashioned High Stveet, the occupants
of the trap caught sight of the Terrible Three. Tom Merry,
Manncers, and Lowtier looked at the trap as it ecame by, and
uttered a simultgneous exclamation. .

ey knew a great
o have what he

Mellish

3y

‘‘ Never miind Blake 1”?
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Cousin Ethel hesitated when Lumley-Lumley suggested she should take to the boat. * Very well,” she said
z at lust, ‘£ will go with you.” (See page 14.)

CHAPTER 4.
Meeting the Train.
8 USSsy !’
@ Arthur Augustus had just succceded in getting
the horse to slacken. He turned a face somewhat
pink with exertion upon the chums of the Shell.
‘“ Hallo, deah boys!" he remarked. ‘What are you doin’
heah ?"’
“Qoing to the stalion."
“ Waoally, Tom Mewwy——" :
“ We'ro going to mest Cousin Ethel!” exclaimed Monty
Lowther blandly:
“ Weally Lowthah—""
1 thought you were going, too!” said Manners.
80 I am, desh boy!” replied D’Arcy. ¢ The twain is not
till thwee, and there are seven minutes yet. Heaps of time.”
** You're going to the station now?” g
“ Yups. wathah "
‘“I should hardly think you were taking Lumley to meot
Cousin Ethel!” said Tom Merry bluntly, )
Arthur Augustus looked worried.
He was beginning to realise that the Outsider, with his usual
keen cunning, had taken some advantage of his thoughtless
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good nature, but it was a little too late now to recede from
tho position he had been tricked into.

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——"’

The Terrible Three looked grimly at D’Arcy. How he camo
to be driving with the Outsider they did not know; but
thoir faces expressed pretty clearly what they thought abous
it.

‘“ You see——"" began D'Arcy lamely.

“ Qh, get down!"”

“You see——""

““D’Arcy has accepted a lift from me,” said Lumley, with
an unpleasant look. ‘I suppose he is his own master, Tou
Merry, and not under your orders.”

“ Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry looked steadily at the Qutsider.

** After your caddishness to Cousin Ethel, 1 think you know
that she doesn’t want to speak to you," he said. “ D'Awcy
ought to know it, tao."

** Bai Jove! I nover thought of that.”

* Gt out of that fellow’s trup, then.”

“ ¥aas, but—"

“I've apologised to Cousin Ethel, and I never meant any
oftence, anyway,’” said Lumley, -his teeth setting hard.
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o D'Arey looked relieved,
" Yaae, desh boys! There's no doubt that Lunley was o

wonm,x ciicly but a feliLw can’t.do more than apologise, you
fiow. "’

% Look heve, D’Aroy——""

.. " Havin' sccepted Dumlay's kind offali, T can hardly thwow
it ot him, Tom Mewwy: @ven if T wera so inclined,” =aid
Avthur Augustus.  ** Undah the circe.,, g+ Lumlay is behavin'
decently, I think I ought to enconwage him,”

" Thanke ! said Lumle;' sarcastically,

*'Not 'l all, deah lm;,' P

** Gussy, you ass—'

** Gussy, von fathead—"

* Gussy, you chump—="

“ 1 dechine to listen to these oppwobwious expwessions,'

. Aud D'Arcy drove on, leaving the Terrible Three standin
in- the road and <taring after the trap. The vehicle bowleﬁ

along Yoerrily, and vapished bohind a building at one of the
tortuous tums of the old High Sireet.

“ Well, my hat ' said Tom Merry.

I wonder whnt the cad's game 157" said Manners.

" He's soaped over Gussy ! But there's one comiort—Cousin
Tithel will jolly soon put Iim in bis place.”

nd, satiefied with' that nsurence, the chume of the Sholl
atrolled on towards the stetion. The trap wus well shead of

e,

D’ Arcy was a little troubled in his mind about the Qutsider’s
meeting Cousin Eihel. Lumley lud certainly spoken rudely
to the girl on one occasion, and rudeness o o miember of the
gontle sex was a i.hint; D'Avoy could pardon less than any-
thing else.  But then lie had apalogised, and now he seeined
Lo want to act decently. At the same time, Arthur Augustus
did not intend to let ther meot. Accepting o lift to the station
wae one thing, and bringing about & mecting. befween Lumley
and Ethel was another. 1t dawned upon D'Aroy that thet
Wik what tho Outsider had wanted all along, He had agreed
to nothing of the sort, and he did not intend to.

 Well, ‘there's the stafion,” said Mellish. )

Thie railway-station was in sight. Tt still winted coveral
fuinutes to. the hour. D’Arcy brouglht' the trap to o stop
befare the building. ; :

" Thanks awfully for the 1ift, Lumley "' he said, dropping
the reiny, =2

He jumped ouf.” .

The Outsider glighted, too. Mellish yemained in the trap.
16 was wondeying what Lumley's schome was, but ha was
m_de{ to hack him u)p. That was what e was there for:
bt Mellish devoutly ioped that it would not mean i hostile
enconnter with Tom Merry & Co,  If that eamo to s,
Mellish was much more likely to use liis heels than his fisis,

" Hold' on a minute, B'Arcy ” snid Lumley, as the swell
of BL' Jim's turned towards the etation entronoe.

* Certuinly, deal boy !

** Miss Cleveland s Foing to the schiocl, 1 suppose?”’

" Yauy, wathah! She is goin' to visit Mys. Holnes, you
voe, ‘and aftah thut she's goin® to have tes with us,"” svid
Avthur Augustus,

" Very' well. You'll want something to give lier a lift to
the sohool.” S

“1 was thinkin’ of the hack, unless Cousin Ethel would
pwefer to wallk,” . - i :
-Lumley sniffed, as he glanced towards the sorry-locking
vehicle, and sorrier- aoking howse, that stood oufside the
station. The still sorvier-lookimg driver was lalf asleep on a
bench near at hand,

‘¢ Botter take my trap,” he said.

* Bai Jove! T should like to, but——

* You're welconio to it, T guess!”’ -

** Yaas, thanks awf'ly, but——

* But what?”

Avthur Aupustus hesitated.

“Well, 2o on,”" nid Jerrald grinly.

* Well, as a mattali of fact, deali boy, you place me n a
dzoeid nwkward posish.,” said the swell of St Jim’s, with a
tronbled look: ** You ses, 1 eaxi't tnke you to meet Cousin
Fthiel. 1t wes vewy kind of you to give mo n lift to the
station, hut—"" §

* But you don’t want mo to meet your cousinf”

1 any sowwy to suy <o

“ Oh: say it out!”

" Well, you are wight. T don't want you to meet my
cousin.’

" Wiy not?” demanded Jerrold,

D'Arcy shilted uneasily. He felt horribly: uncomfortablo
#b hinving to'talk like this to a fellow he had Just accepted
& favour from, nnd Le felt keenly that Jerrold must be the
rinkest of rank outsiders to'place him in «uch » position,

** Well, you see, yon were a wottah onee, and——""

* But I apologisad.™

* Yaas, that’s all vewy well; but, you see, T—well, I'don't
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mind speakin’ to you, as you were decent enough to apo]égisé.

I think you want to be decent now. But I can’t spwing you
on Ethel, yon knm:.‘. i ! b
sl

1ere—' : :

“ I that wes whut yon wonted, you should have explained
when you offahed me o lift; and I should hoyve wofused it

Lumley forced a laugh. . .

* My dear chap, you're making a mountain out of a mole
hill. T dido't come here to Iorcg rpysol!‘ upon your party,
Youw can have the frap to St. Jim's. I've got business to
attend to here that will take me an hour or more. That's

Aime for i;o" to drive to theeschool, and for Mellish to bring

the trap back.’ .

Arthur Augustus looked gredtly relieved. 3 A

“ Weally, Lumley, yon are vewy good, and I'm howwibly
?o\\'\w—y ]iﬂ have to speak to you in that way, youv“k‘now,
hut—" ; y . -

* Ob, it’s all right! Nohody’s as black as he's anml. you
kiow, and I mayn’t be quite the black shéep you ellaws think
nie,” said Lumley, ** Anyway, tuke the tvap, and let Mallish
bring it buck, That's all right.”

“* Weally, Lomley—"

“It's all mght. T'm off ! Y -

And Lumloy, with a nod, walked rapidly away. Arthur
Augustus was laft in a state of doubt. He had not had time
to accept or to refuse before Lamley left him, and in a few
moments Lumley had disappesred (lown one of the narrow
stroots leading townrds tho river, .

* Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus; >

He looked round doubtfully. !

** Do you know where Lumley has gone, Mellish?”? he asked.

The eud of the Fourih shook his head. & P

*“T haven’t the faintest idea,”” he said.

*“ Couldn’t you find him?”

*“Oh, no!” : i . i

“You see, I don’t know about havin’ the twap. I should
like to, but: 1
~ 1 don't think you can very well refuse Lumley. Whit
does it matter, aﬁwny?"

D’Arcy hesitated. : ey 1 s

** Hallo, there's the frsin coming in " exgleimed Mellish, -

D'Aroy run into the station. He didn’t want fo risk nob
Leing on the platform when Cousin Ethel arvived.

Three fellows in St. Jim’s caps were waiting on the platform
alreudy. They wera Figzing Keorr, and Fatty Wynn, of the
Now House at St. Jim's. They had been first in "the feld.

' Bai Jove! You here!” exelnimed D'Arcy.

Figging staved at him, ol

o ﬁtmey meeting you!” hé said.

** Weally, Figgine—""

" What are you doing here?" asked Kerr,

" Weally, Kerr——"" b

**'1 hope you haven't bothered about coming to meet Clougin
I']Itahol;" said Fatty Wynn, with lis fat smile. ** We're doing
that.”

i

“ Weally, Wynn—>

The train raitled into the station. At the samo time the
Terrible Three and Bloke & Co. came bolting %pnn the plat-
form. They were all in tine for the fyain. Ten St. jrni's
Jjuniors were on the platform when tle train stopped, looking
out. eagerly for Cousin Ethel's corringe.

It wae Tigging who first caught sight of a sweet fuce at o
carvinge window, and in-a twinkling he had rushed up and
dragged the door open,

CHAPTER 5.
Black Treachery.
L OUSIN ETHEL/? !
Cousin Ethel stepped from the carviage with a smila,
She seemed nmused at finding so many boys waiting
for her at tho station. Certuml‘y she was not likely to come
to any harm in the short walk from the villago fo St Jim’s,
with 5o many dovoted protectars to take eava of her,
1 am 2o pleased to sée you all,” she said. ' How kind
of you to come and meet me like this!
¥ Not much,!” said Figging, ** The pleasure is ouya!?
That was really very neat for Figgins,
Cousin Fthel smiled again.
“It's awf'ly Jqllay of you to come, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus, 1 e
It will be such a nice walk to St. Jim’s,” said Tom Merry.
‘“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"
¢ The—the hedges look ripping !” murmured Blake.
‘“They do!” ° 13 ]
** And it’s not too warm.”
' Just vight.”. . : (.
. But perhaps Cousin Ethel would prefer the hack,” said
Kerr o
“ May I carry your bag?” said Figgins.

e
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Cousin Iithel surrendered the b_aF to Figgina. It was an
dunderstood thing that that privileze always belonged to
Figgins, - ) i ; .

““Put it in the twap, Figgay, deah boy !’ said D’Arcy.

- *“ What!” ”

“ Put it in the twap.”

“ Whant trap?"” _

“I have a twap waitin' to take Ethel to the school,” said
D'Arey, with dignity.

The juniors glarad at D'Arey, s

Arthar Augustas had not really made up his mind till that
moment whether he would use Lumley-Lumley’s trap or not,
but hoe made it up now in s hurry. X
. He had coms to the station to meet his cousin, and he didn’t
intend to have her wilked off under his eyes by a crowd of
ather fallows, ‘

“T’ve got a twap waitin’,” he went on serenely, unmoved
by the looks of the other fellows. ** You might like to dwive,
Ethel. Tt's a good horse.” E .

. Cousin Ethel smiled. .

** How thoughtful of you, Arthur!”

Arthur Augustus coloured a little.

* As n mattali of fact, the twap has been lent to me,” he
said. “If is 0 yewy nice and comfy one. This way, deah gal.”

Even if Bthel had preferred to walk to the school; it wus
liardly possible for her to decline the trap, shen her cousin
had it ready for her. TFor though Tom Merry & Co. made it
tiisir business to meet the girl at the station, it was naturally
Arthur Augustus’s business in the first place.

* Very wall, Arthur"

My hat!” murmured Tom Merry,
cheek——'*

“ Of all the nerve—""

3 Of all the bl d impud

*“ Did you speak, deah ‘hoys,?"

* N-pon-no—"" -

1 thought you said somethin!, Lowthah.'"

** Oh, nothing!" muttored Lowther

Arthur Augustus was trinmphant.

Disappointed as they were, the juniors had to admit tliat
after all D*Arcy was the proper fellow to meet his own cousin
at the ‘station and take her to tho school, and if he liked to
provide & vehicle for tho purpose, that was his husiness.

They laft the station in a body,

Arthur Augastus walked shead with Cousin Ethel, serene
.and cheerful; and the other fellows followed, looking daggers
at the swell of 8t. Jim's. A ’ ;

_ At that moment most of them would have given o week’s
poc:l:et-m_oney for a chance of bumping D'Arcy in the dusty
road.

But in the presence of Cousin Ethel, uny polite little atten-
tion of that sorf was out of the question. 0 &

** The bounder!" murmured Tom Merry, as they left the
station. ** And it's that rotter Lumley's trap all the time I’

** He's not in it, though," said Blake.

“ Mallish 1s."

‘“ Well, we can’t say anything now. But—* :

“ But we'll jolly well bump Gussy for this Presently ! said
Figgins. :

*“Yes, rather!”

Cousin Ethel looked at the neat trap, and the handsome
horse, and she smiled with pleasure. It was really a hand-
some turn-out. : -

“You like i, deah gal?" asked D’Arey:
' Oh, yes, very much!”

D'Arcy hianded his cousin into the trap, and stepped in him-
salf, e gathered up the reins. n the warmth of the
moment, on the platform, he had offared to let Cousin Ethel
deive, but he did mot mention that now. Unless Cansin
Ethel mentionad it, D'Avoy was likely to keep tho vibbons all
the way to St. Jun’s,

* The juniors stood round, and looked at the swell of St.
Jim’s a3 he took the reins. =“There was no help for it; they
had to let him go.

If the Outsider had been there, certainly, they might have
stepped in, and probably..Ethel would have declined to enter
tho trap. = L

But the Oulsider was gone.

< Hoe vou sgain at St. Jim's, deah boys,” said D’Arcy.

“ You jolly well will!” muttered Figgins, under Lis breath.
¢ 0Oh, won't I give you a bum]])ing, you horrid bounder.”

Cousin Ethel waved her hand.

The trap bowled down the strest.

The juniors stood in a group outside the station looking
after it. It disappeared. i #
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Avthur Augustus smiled at the liorse’s ears. He ] ]
very contented with himsalf, and quite amicable towards the
Outsider, Jarrold Lumley-Eiumlsy hud really been very useful
to the elegant junior that aftornoon. TR LS

The trap rattled out of the High Street, and into t
lane that led to the school. 348
- Outside the village, between high hedges and big over-
hanginﬁ trees, it was very quiet ang solitary. It was certainly
a delightful drive. L -

D’Arey glanced at his cousin, who was seated beside him
in the front of the trap. Mellish was behind, making himself
as small as possible. l;\)dnllith always felt unensy nnd nervous
in Ethel's company. He had a feeling that thio'girl saw right
through his mean nature with her clenr, pure eyes.

* Nice, isn't if, Ethel, deah gal?” .ri':;idJJ'Arc_v.

The girl nodded brightly.

“Yeas, Arthur)

“Bai Jove! Who's that?"

A figine stepped from the hedgea into the lune.

It-stopped directly in the path of the horse, and D'Arey lind
to pull in, He did not neeg to usk who it was.

It was Jerrold Lumley-Lumley.

Mellish drow a deep breath. He was beginning to under-
stind now the subtls scheme that the Outsider had formed,
and of which D'Arcy was the nnsnhpacting vietim,

Jerrold threw up his hand as a sign to D'Arcy to stop.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s pulled the horss in.

**What is it?”’ he nﬂkcg. i

Lumley raised his cap to Cousin Ethel, and she gave him
thavsliﬁhtesb of nods in response. She could not ba cordial to
Jervold Lumley. e o 1 T

“1 want to speak to you, D’Arcy.”

“Go ahead, deah oy - . .7 .

“ Get down a minunte.”! = ;

Arthur Augustus looped the reins, and descended from the
trap. - He was surprised at the request, but he could .not:very
well refuse. .~ - s .

Lumley looked at Ethel.

“¥You'll excuse me, Miss Cleveland,” he said.: “I've got
somothing im}’mﬂant to say to D'Arey, if-yourdon’t mind.”” "

¢ Cortainly,” -said the zirl coldly. Tl g e
- “What is it, deah boy?’ asked the swell of St. Jim’s, a
little impntiently, “1 can't keep a lady waitin’, you know."

* Como here.” e 2
* D’Arcy, more surprised than ever, stepped into the belt of
trees that ran beside the road at that point. For the moment
he was hidden from the view of those in the trap. Nurther
on thers was & deep ditch, and on the very ¢dge of it Lumlay
stopped. His manner was mysterious, and D’Arcy was sur-
prised and impatient, and very curious, too.. o

‘“ What on earth is the mattah, deah boy?"’ he exclaimed.
“Pway what have you bwought me here for?”

“To stay ! said Lumley génially.

“Eh—ow! Bai Jove!”

Lumley, without a word of warning, gave the swell of St.
Jim’s a violent push.

D’Arcy rceled on the verge of the ditch, and, utterly unablo
to save himself, crashed heavily into it. i &

There were two feet of muddy and slimy water in the ditch,
and the swell of St. Jim’s almost disappearcd in it. :

Ho gasped and choked, and struggled to an upright posi-
tion, choked and blinded by mud nm{galime and green ooze.

Lumley did not give him a second glance.

Ie sprang back quickly into the road. :

Cousin Ethel looked at him as he appeared. ~ Without
meeting her cyes, he sprang into the trap, gatheréd up tle
reins, and struck the horse.

The girl was petrified for a moment.

But as the horse bounded furiously forward from Lumley’s
cruel blow, she found her voice.

““What does this mean?’ she cried. * Where
cousin ?"

Lumley did not reply.

His grasp was on the reins, and all his skill was needed, too,
for the horse had been hurt and frightened by his blow, and
was bounding along madly. y

The girl laid a hand on his arth in Ler alarm.

* Lumley, where is Arthur?”

“ He's staying behind.”

(13 \‘7}1), ?”

“T'1 tell you—but I must look aftsr the horse now."

Lumley set his teeth.

Cousin Ethel looked back. A draggled, muddy, dripping
figure appeared from the trees into the lane, and looked wildly
after the trap as it dashed away. )

It was Arthur Augustus. He rubhed the mud from his eyes

is my

and looked, and as he did so, the trap rounded a bend, and.

vanished from his sight. -
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CHAPTER 6.
Carried Ofi! ~

UMEESY-LUMLEY was o ‘sood driver, as he soon
showed, The horse wus wildly excited, and striving to
break away, but the Outsider of St. Jim’s soon had

him well under control.  But the trap continued to dash along
at & high speed, 2 ors

It rocked from its speed, and Mellish clung to the side in
fear. Cousin Tithel showed no sign of fear. Her foce was
paie ond ket, but it wae with anger and annoyance. She did
not onderstand the Outsider’s actions yet. But she under-
stood enough to make her very angry.

The horse slackened down a little now, and Lumlay turned
to the givl with a smile,

The trap was still foin ata

Clousin Ethel mat

i

raat speed, however,
sumley’s glunee.
Now, tell me what this mean=?" she said jcily.

The Outsider langhed triumphantiy.

It means that I'm up sgainst Tom Merry & Co., and I've
dono theni,” he replied.

* Dono them.”

“1 guess =0.”

‘1 don’t understand.” .

“1 wanted to make one of the party to meet you at the
siatx9n,” said Lumley-Lumley coolly. **They wouldn’t have
me.’

** ¥ou can hardly be surprised at that, T shonld think.”

* Perhaps not.  But I'm not the kind of fellow to take any-
thing of that sort lymﬁ down. I said that I'd do thein, and
1 linve done them. I think T have scored all along the line.”

“ Did ‘yon_push my cousin info the diteh ™

“1 guess I did.”

“ Why?” 4

" To get rid of him,” said Lumley coolly. “ e had come
to the end of his usefulness. I lent him the trap for my own
reasons, not for his.”

Ethel compressed her lips.

“You lent him the trap!”

“¥ey. Poor old Gussy ' Lumloy Innghied contemptuonsly.
*I never suw s chap so essy to fool.” -

My cousin is o gentleman, and that is the reason,"” said
Ethel, in a cutting tone. * It is easy to deceive one wlo is
incapable of deception himsell. T will not, say whot T think
Naur e, .

Lumley laughed.

**You may as well,”” he said.
thin-skinned.*’

I have discovered that. But now that you have played
this ill-natured. trick on my cousin, kindly stop the trap and
put me down.” §

Lumley-Taumley shook his head.

“1 guess not,” ho said.

Ethel’s lips hardened.

“ Do you mean that you are going to take me to the school,
whether I lika it or not?' she exclyimed an iy,

2 Whether you like it or not, certainly,” ssid Lauimley coolly.
“But T am not going to take you te tia school "

“What 1" A

T guess you heard what I said.”

Ethel lookod at him with fear for a moment. She did nos
understand the wild, hard, recklessness of the one-time Bowery
boy of New York.

* What do yoi mean?’ she exclaimed breathlessly.

Jerrvold shirugged his shoulders.

I mean that I'm going to beat Tom Merry & Co. all
along the line. You wero going to have ftea with them—a
pi(",n%({:, \g"erel\’t yon '

‘Yes.

“I can stand it. I am not

**Well, you can picnic with me instead.”

‘T refuse to do so.”

He gave nnother shrog, but did not speak, Ethol fixed her
oyes nipon him, His meaning was slowly dawning upon her,
but it seamed incredible.

Do you mean—her yoice broke breathlessly, but she went
on—;“’aln you mean that you will force me fo remain with
yan
2 *1 guess so.”

Y ¥You must ba mad "

Ho did not veply. =

“1 will not remain with you,” edid Ethel. “You shall put
mo down. Do you want to foree me to jump from the trap."”

“¥ou won't do that, I guess., while we're oing at this
speed,” said Lumley-Lumley coolly  * Vou'd kiﬁ yourself,"

Ethel compressed her lips hard. ™ Tt would certuinly mean a
deadly injury to jump from the tqu while the horse wos
going so huriously.  But to remain under compulsion with the
Outsider, Tven yet sho could hardly believe that he was in
earnest,

He gave a short langh as he looked at her alarmed face.

“Don’t, bo _afraid,” he said. ‘“Do you think I'm going to
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hurt you? I won’t touch yon.
enough to hurt a girl, do you?”
*‘Let me get down!”
* No fear.” i
* But—but you dare not teke me away like thiso ;;mnfec]
Lthel. “Stop! I order you to stop! How dave you '
*There are few things I don't dave.”
“You—you coward!
Ha laughed, } :
** You call me n coward, Miss Cleveland! Can i,'on”guesa

You don’t think I'm brute,

what. Tom Merry and his friends will do to me for this?

The girl's eyes flashed. >

i'l’l‘hcgd wgl pu?]ish you os youn deserve.

a nodded coolly. AL,

“ Exactly. ’l‘ht:yy will rag me buld-l’mz}ded—ahnlf il e,
probably,  And yet yon call me & coward.”

Ethol was silent. e

Whatever Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was, certainly he was
not a coward. He know the vengeance that would Tollow hia
notion, and the fellow who could face that coolly was cer-
tainly not o coward. 4 ;

Mellish caught at Lumley’s shoulder from behind.  The
cad of the Fourth was pale and shaken. He had thought
that Lumley meant to get rid of D'A and drive Ethel
to the school. That he had dreamed of carrying her off
for the afternoon agninst her will had mever occurred to
Mellish. \ .

He was thoroughly frightened now. Pumishment from the
juniors, and a flogging from the Head, if the affair came out,
loomed before Mellish's alarmed imagination.

“Let go my shoulder!” said Jerrold angrily.

¢ Stop 1”7

“ What !”

“ Stop the trap!”

“Fool I’ 7 ey

“8top it, T tall you!” yelled Mellish, “ You mad idiot!
o you want to<ba cx]pel]ed from 8t. Jim’s. Do you think I
want to be expelled ?!

“T don’t core !’ :

“ Well, I do cave.  Miss Cleveland ! 1 had no hand in this?
1 hadn’t the faintest ides, Lumley had o mad scheme like this
on !" gasped Mollish, -

‘“Oh, shut up, you fool!" said Lumley, in his rudest tonos.
“¥ou cen jump out of the trap if vou fike.”

** And break wy neck 7

 Well, T guess it's not. worth much.””

“ Stop "> G

“Rubbish 1"

T tell you—" :

“If you say another word I'll give you the butt of the
\v)ii')),"’ enid Jerrold Lumley, between his tooth.

Mellish sank bBuek into the trap, terrified.  When Lumley
wag in that humour, Mellish was in deadly foar of him, The
gates of 8t. Jim's were in sight now, and the trap was
dashing up to them.

Kangaroo—Harry. Noble of the Sholl—was standing at the
gotes, looking out info the road. He was waiting for Tont
Merry & Clo. to come in with Cousin Ethel. At the sight
of the girl sitting in the trap with Lumley and Mellish he
looked astonishod.

*“My hat!” murmured the Cornstalk.
Ou¥sider—and the. others not with her!
on!” . .

He raised his cap, and stepped into the road, expecting
the trap to come to a halt.

But it did not. )

Insteud of that, Lumley-Lumley whipped up the horse at
the sight of the Australinn junior, and the trap whizzed by.

Kangaroo stared blankly.

He caught sight of the grim, hard face of the Outsider,
of the terrified countenance of Mellish, and the pale, sct
foatures of Cousin Ethel

The girl waved her hand, and called out somecthing as the
trap shot past. Kangaroo staggered as he heard it.

For he caught one word clearly.

It was:

“ He]p 19

Then the trap dashed down the road in a cloud of dust.

‘“ Ethel with the
Blessed if T catch

CHAPTER 7.
Hot on the Track.

OM MERRY & €0. walked slowly away from the
railway-station in Ryleombe. They wore exasperated
with Arthur Augustus D’Arey for mrr‘ying off Tthel

in that barefaced manner, and especinlly for horrowmzi
Lumley-Lumley’s trap for the purpose. As they walked
down the High Street, they discussed what they weuld do to
[ Avey when he was in their hands; after the deperture of
Consin Fthel from the school, of course.

A School Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
cBy MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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] Tom Merry suddenly uttered a shout of triumph. From his point of vantage he could #ee the trap
containing Lumley-Lumley and Cousin Ethel tearing madly along the country road.
I'atty Wynn pauscd as they passed Mother Murphy’s tuck- ““ And a‘fcw tarts &
shop. “ Stuff !
“Woll, 'L follow you,"” said Fatty Wynn.

<1 suppose we'd better look in here,” he remarked
“Rats!” said Tom Merry. . Figains and Ko oxchanged a glance, and linked arms wiih
¢« Aren’t you dry? What price a ginger-pop?*’ their plump ohum, one on cither side.
¢ Bosh !”’ . “(Coming in foo?" askod Fatty.
i TaE GeM LiBrary.—No. 138.
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“You come on,” said Figgins. . ** We're going to have tea
with' Cousin Ethel, and yow’re not going to waste time. The
tritp will get to the school ten minutes ahead of us anyway.”’

*VYes, but—"

**This way.”

“Pm fechng a bit faint—*

““Rats I »

“Look here,” said Fatty Wynn wrathfully, as his, chums
marched him forcibly on ‘after the School Houso juniors.
“Look heras 1 don't soe—"

“'Oh, come on!" said Figgins.
togother to stand a véally decent tea for Cousin Kthel, and
we shall want you to do the catering."”

The fat Fourth-Former brightenod up.

“Ob, all right!” he said, “ Of course, I'm alwnys willing
ta do anything of that sort. How much are vou chaps think-
ing of gpending 1

* What about two hob each 7 said Blake.

“That will be a pound, including’ Gussy,” Fatty Wynn
vemarked thoughtfully, ““ With onreful shopping, we ought
1o geb o very decent spread for o pound, and enough for
cleven—or say twelve, as I shall count as two—I think I
ought, to be eonsidered, if T do the catering. On seeond

(houizhts, perhaps we'd better get to.St. Jim's ns quickly os
possible.?”

** Ha, ha; ha!”
The juniors left the village behind, and walked st good
rate down the lane towards the school.

Suddénly Tam Merry uttoved an exclamation of amazement,
* What on carth’s thut 7"
Phew !

“We're going to club

i

‘‘ Great Scott 1 &

A terrible-looking fgure came limping along the road
towards them. 5

Its face was caked with mud, its clothos were thick with it
and mud and water squelehod out of its boots #s if, walked,
end dripped from its bugey, sonked trousers und. jnokot.

For the moment the juniors did“not recognise the now-
comer. That awful-looking figure, and the elegant swell of
Bt. Jim's, geenmed as far as the poles asundor.

“What on carth——"

*What the dickens—-"

“I's a giddy searecrow got looge.”

** Laoks like it."

“ Some chap had an aceidont, 1 ghould think."”

“ Been in a dith, I suppose.”

My hat! He's whiffy, whoever he is!”

“ Keep to the windward,”

* Tha, ha, ha!”

The figuro spoke.

“ Weally, deah boys—* .

There was o yell of sstonishmenf,

. Guns !I’

D*Avey felt for hig oyeglass; vubbed the mud from it, and

jammed it ito his eye. He sarveyed Tom Merry & and Co.
forlornly.

“ Weally, you know——"*

“Good heavens!” oxclaimed Figgins, in alarm, and he
aripped D'Arcy by the arm, carcless of the handful of mud
lie gained by so doing. “D'Arcy! IHus there been an
pecident; 27

“ Weally, Figgins—"

“ Was the trap upset 7

“Weally—"

“Speak, you ass ! shouted Figgins. “Is Ethel hort "

“1 wefuso to be called an sy !’

* Has thero boen an accident, D'Arcy 172

“¥Yaas, wathah !”

“Where's the trap 7

“1 weally don't know.”

* What's huppened 17

0 fell in the diteh,”

Figgins. shook him.

* Was there an accident to the trap 7’ he demanded fiercely,

* Not at all, deah boy.” g

“Then Cousin Ethel is all right 7"

;gl pwesamo 50.”

ggina velensed him. 2 :

' Oh, all right,” he said, growing a little ved as he saw
that the juniors were grinning. “I—T was afraid— " -

“It’s all wight, butT am all w’ong.
wuined.” ! :

“How on earth did you get like that?” asked Tom Merry,
in wonder. ‘“What did you leave the trap for, and where
is it? Is Cousin Ethel driving 7" :

‘“ Wathah not !’

“You didn’t trust that horse to Mellish?” asked Kerr
quickly. g i

¢ Certainly not.”” -
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“Then whe’s driving 7't

* Lumlay !”

“Lumley I”” shouted the juniors together.

“Yaas, wathah !” ) A 5 3

“ Lumley’s in the trap with Cousin Ethel " exclaimea
Blake. :

" 1

“Pell us how it happened.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy explained. :

1o juniors, exasperated as they were at the action of tho
Outsider in thus forcing his company on Cousin Lthel—for
aa yob Lhoy suspected nothing more—could not help laughing
at D'Arey’s veeital,

“ You uttah ass!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—' )

* Lumley fooled you uill along the line,”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“T suppose he did,” said D'Aroy ruefully. “Of course, T
was not. pwepared for such beastly tweachery. T shnll give
him @ feahful thwashin® when I get to Bt. Jim's. It s
impoze. for a D'Arcy to ovahlook snch a fonhful insult. ~ He
achually pushed me into the ditch, you know, in a feahfully
wuff munnah.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha !”? y

“I sce no cause whatevah for this wibald mewwiment.
My clothes are wained, and I am in a feahful state.” :

“You're in a jally smelly state,” said Tom Merry.
won’t mind keeping a little further off, will you #”

“ Weally, you know——"" : c

“You've been- done brown,” said Figgins, with a sniff.

“Of"course, we might have expected something of this
sort. &

* Woeally, Figging—*'

Tom Merry frowned darkly.

_ " Bul thot doesn't excuse Lumley,” he spid, “ A jape 1 &
jape, wid it doesn’t matier how he's bandled (ussy——

“Weally, Toin Mowwy—""

“0h, ring.off! It doesn't matter what's hippened to
Gussy. Buf, Lumley forcing himself on Cousin Ethe) in. this
way, 15 o hittle bit too thick.”

“T should say so.” -

“The bounder !”” .

‘“The rotter !”’ .

“The rank outsider !”

* We shull have to det him wione fill Ethel’s gone,” said
Tom Merry. " Bui then I think he ought to be made sn
examplo of. This sort of thing has got to be stopped.”

A€ Yl:ms, wathah'1”

“Lot's get to St Jim's” auid Figgins abruptly. ¢ My.
hat! T don't know how I shall keep my hands off that
waster till Kthel’s gone.”

"1 feel in a howwid state,” swid D'Arey dolefully, 1
woally do not like to pwesent myself at the school lookin'
like this, yon know.”

'Well, you aren’t pretty, that's certain,’™ said Tom Merry,
“Buppose you go and have & swini in the Ryll, with your
clothes on.” That will clean you o bit:"

“ Weally, you know—2"

The c¢hums hurried on.  Arthur Augustus went with them,
atill squelching at every step. They camesin -sight of the
gates of St. Jim's. Kangaroo ¢ame running towards them.
His face was startled and pale. 3 :

Y Hallo I exclaimed Tom Merry.
arrived #”' ’

** She’s passed.”

“ Passed !” S

““Yes," said Kangaroo, “Can you tell me what it all
means? She came up in o trap with Lumley and Mellish.
I thought they were going to stop——"

“And didn’t they t”
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£ Why—what " %

’I“ Ifun):l-.-y drove right out, and Cousln Lthel called out

Jelp ™" -

The juniors stood petrified. ’

S The trap had passed me then, and It was foo Tate to
try and stop it," said Kangaroo. * Lumley was going at a
fearful rate, and he was round the bend yonder in a shake
of a lamb's fail.  What does it all mean?”

The juniors looked at one another.” <5

Far the moment they were too dumbfounded to spenk.

They knew the réckless hardihood of the Outsider, bt t]he_\-v_

had never expected, never dreamed of anything like this,

My hat!” gasped Tom Merey ot last.

SWhat does it mean?” <

“ Moan I shouted Tiggins. It means that Lumley has
taken Ethel sway—against her will—and thut we're going
after Lim to—to smash him !

He started running up the rond. Kerr caught him by
the arm und stopped him. For the first time in his life,
Flg;ﬁns gave his chum a. fierce look. :

Lot go!" he eried,

* Hold on, Figgy!" said Kerr, in his cool, quiet way.
# No need to play the goat, old char. i that trap was going
at top speed, as Kangy says, you'll never sight it again on
fool. You've got no chance.”

(s B"‘,___" »

“Bai Jove! We ahall have to got.anothah twap—""

“No time,” said the Scotfish junior. *The bicyeles.

“ OF course!" excloimed Tom Merry.

The deliy of an instant was exaspordting to Figgins.
But he had to admit that Kerr was right. On foot, the
Jjuniors would have had only a useless run for their pains:

* The bikes—quick " muitered Blake.

They rushed into the quad.

“Wait' for me while I change my clothes; deah boya!"
iﬁ{ioutqd Arthur Augustus, pelting off towards the Scliool

0186,

But no one listened to him,

Ten juniors—for Kangaroo had joined the party—tore off
towards the bike shod for their machines.  Tomi Merry
dragged D'Arcy's machine out, but the swell of St. Jim’s
was changing his clothes in the School House, and was not
there to take it. It was left standing against the shed as
the juniors ran their bikes rapidly down to: the gates.
D’Arcy’s clothes needed changing, it is truc; but the other
fellows were not likely to wait for him under the circum-
stances:

They ran the bikes into the road, and mounted. TFlardly
r word was spoken, The hard, set faces of the juniors shawed
wow deep their indignation and anger were, and their looks
hinted what Lumley-Lumley might expect when they caught
him.  And thiey were determined to capture him.,

They mounted in the rond, and started off ot a high speed,
and s soon as they were f“h;?' oing, they scorched for
all they weére worth. Right off they weat, in a cloud of
dust, on the track of the Outsider of St. Jim's.

But would fhey catch him? h

That wus the guestion !

CHAPTER 8,
On the Road.

OUSIN ETHEL sat in the trap beside Lumley-Fumley,

her face pale, her lips sot, and not uttering a word.

= She had recovered from her surprise ot the unex-
pected uction of the Outsider; but her anger was unahuted.

Cousin Lithal was-seldom angrey, and nover without cnuse;
bul sho was.angry now, and it showed in her set lips and
the glsam in her blue eyea. .

Lumley glanced ab her several times, s he handled the
reins, but she did not meet his glance. She appeared un-
conspious of his presence; her manner was cold as ice.

The Outsider did not scom to care. . .

There was a light of triumph in his éyos. :

Ho lad carried off Cousin Kthel under the very noses of
Tom Merry & Co. Tt was a teimnph for him, whatover the
congequences were—a . teiumphant reply to their refusal to
lit, hi[ul join their party, theiv mfuan‘ to allow him to meet
tho girl. s

Lumley, careless of conséquences; ready to endire with his
usual hardihood whatever might befull, Swas satisfied, tri-
nmphant. A 4

It was not so with Mellish. ;

The cad of the Fourth was afraid of Tom Merry & Co.,
but still more of his companion, whose character was terri-
fying to a fallow like Mellish, Strength of character of any
sork made Mellish unessy; oand as for Luniley, be seemed
to Mellish just then quite capable of developing Hito a
criminal—as perhaps he was! 2
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Mellish was only anxious to get out of the trap, and
cicape from Uhe ¢ompanionship of the Outsider. Bul that
was not easily done. . \

While the trap was dashing along at the tap spead of the
mottlesoma horse, it was as much as Mellish's life and hinba |
wore worth to drop out of the trap. o

He ant and quivered, Y

TLumley was a good driver: he secmied to have weisty of
stéel, and hig eye and his hand were equally sure. -

But he was given to taking riaks that might haye besn
fatal to a less expert handler of the ribhons.

The trap dashed round corners at top speed, and mors
than once Mellish's heart jumped almost into his mouth, s
the swheel grazed o bank or a fonce, or escaped the odiga of
& ditch by hall an inch. e

Cousin’ Lthel did not move 4 musele. 5

Even if she felt alarmed, she would not show a sign of
fear to meet the motking exes of the Outsider, -

A grim admiration was creeping ioto Luniley's face.  Mors
thin once he purposely gave Ihe vehicle a narrow dhavae to
test the girl’s nerve, .

But Ethel did not flinch.-

“ By George,” said Lumley at last, * you are a girl!. I've
never seen a girl I admire so. much as I do you, DBiss
Cleveland."”

“Thank you!” =

“Ah! T guess you're mad with me,’” said Lumley, who
always spoke in an American idiom, the result of his early
training in the streets of New York., I guess you'd like to
see Tom Merry hammering me right now!” -

FEithel was silent. . -

“Don’t you like the drive?” asked Lumley.

“ Not with you!"

The Outsider winced.

““ Not xvith me; but you'd like it otherwise 2’

& Py K 3 5 g g

“Good! Do you know,” said Lumley, “I'm s million:
aire’s son, and I .ean have as much nioney s I care to ask
my pater for. ['ve a hundred pounds in banknoles in iy
pockets now. I'd give it all o have you any that you liked
this drive with me, Miss Cleveland.” 3

The girl looked at him. =t 2 = =

Her thought was that the Outsider -was mocking her; but,
his keen, sharp face was quite earnest. Jerrold Eumley
meant what he said. TE T

* Nonsense !” said Ethel.

“] guess I mean it !”’

‘It is nonsense all the same.” -

“T've never met a girl likke you ovar thore," said Lumley
He spoke of Americn as “over there.! * I guess T'm mors
American _than Fnglish, you know. You'd get to like ma
perhaps if you know me better"

“This is hardly the way to make one liks you.™

Lumley laughed, - ’ g

“1 don’t know. You wouldn’t svenk o me otherwise,
would you? You're only with me now because you have no
choioce in the matter.” = ° -'

Lithel did not answer. )

The trap dashed on, und teces and felds and hedgérows
floashed past. A great deal of ground had been coversd
Tithel knew the countryside pretly well close round Si
Jim's, but they were getting info country now that sho did
not know. Where was the Ouisider taking her?

What were her frionds doing? She knew thal Kangaroo
had heard her call. Tom Merry & Co. would follow

But would they find her? .

Could they overfake the trap that was howling along af
50 great a speed? What was to bs the ontcome of thal
stranFL- afternoon’s adventure, That she had anything to
fear from Lumley she did not think for a momont; ho had"
said that he was not brute enough to hurt o girl, and sho
believed him. But to be carried off from her frionds and
compolled to spend the afternoon in the company of one she
heartily detested, that swas bad enough. And then, when
Tom Merry & Co. canght Lumley—the girl could imagine
the scene, and it troubled her. i

Hor protty forchead wrinkled as she sat in the teap.

Fields and hedges flashed past. ;

The horse was settling down now to o hard, long run,
and Llumley knew how to geb the best spaed out of his
animal. 5 . )

The trap rocked and creakad as it doshed on., Mollish
turned a dozen shades of colour as it narrowly escaped
hedges and fences and ditches. 1Y

“1 say, Lumley,” he oxcloimed at last, “put mo down !
I can't stand this!"

Lumley's mocking laugh rang out,

“You ‘can jump out it you lLike!” he said.

“1 should break my necl.”

“No loss 1" -
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“Look here, Lumloy—"*

I guess I'mi not going to stop for you, Mellish,"”

Cousin Ethel looked at the pallid junior in the trap. She
took pity on him, though she despised his cowardice.

““Let him get out, Lumley,” she said.

Lumley looked at her.

“If T slacken, you will gol out,” he said. “I can’t afford
to risk it. I've taken too much frouble to throw up the
cards now."”

Ethel_hesitatqd a moment.

1 will remain here while Mellish gets out,’ she said,

Lumley nodded.

know 1 can take your word,” he said,

He slackened speed at once.

Mellish rose from his senf. He wns white and shaken.
Lumley gave him a glance of hard scorn. 3

“T sha'n’t be dorry to rid of yon,” he said euttingly.
;' Yﬁu'vo been all the use you can be tome. You're a coward,
0,

“” I_I—_‘1, . S,

*“Oh, don’t jaw! Get out!”

Mellish clambered over the back of the trap, and hung on,
h;sdfe:t clattering against the ground and kicking up efouds
of dust. .

““Stop I he gasped. **Stop I’ :

‘“You can drop it.”’ :

‘1 shall be hurt.””

‘I don’t care !’

*“ Stop, please 1" said Ethel. 2

**Oh, very well !”

Lu_miey brought the trap to a stop. He looked back at
Mellish, ‘not even looking at the girl by his side, He knew
she would keep her word. Luniley would not have given lioy
n second thought if she had beén capable of bren ing her
word. He was & breaker of the most solemn promises him-
self, but he kuew what to respect in others,

Mallish dropped from the trap.

" You can go back,” said Lumley. *““Keep out of the way
of Tom Moerry. Only. if you meet thoso chaps, don't tell them
Pin going to Wayland.”

Mellish's eyes glinted.

*All right I” Jie <aid.

The trap drove on. Mellish stood panting for some time,
and then at last he turned back for the long and weary tramp
towards St. Jim’s.

Ethel glaneed at Lumley as he drove on. Ho had turned
sto 4 lane that led fo the west, under shadowing oal-treee,

' This ig not the direction of Wayland,” she said,

He Inughed, ;

‘“1 guess not.'’

* But, you said to Mellish—""

“"That, was for him to vepeat to Tom Merry,"®

* But—but you asked him—"'

““Ha, ha!” The Outsider lnnghed. “*You see, T kiow
ho's as spiteful as a cat; and besides, he'll try to make his
peage with Tom Merry by tqf!ing him all he cin. He'll tell
him A\\‘c;;v.'e gone to Waylaud if he meots him,”

T M)

ikt :And,.as 8 matter of fact, we’re going in the opposite direc-
tion,” said Lumley-Lumley coolly,
The trap dashed on.

CHAPTER 9,
In Sight.
PH“I..\;}G-TING-TI.\"G !

Uz-a-2-2-2 !

Hulf & Jdozen bicyele bells rang out on the dusty road,
and Mellish stopped, and jumped aside. A bunch of eyelists
sweptiup, and he waited for them to pass. But they did not
pass; they clattered to a halt, and jumped off their machines,

Then the cad of the Fonrth recognised Tom Merry & Co.

Thero were nine of the juniors now. Digby had had n punc-
tire, and had been compelled to drop out, of the race. The
u'in(' surrounded Mellish, and he shivered as he recognised
them.

Tom Merry grasped him by the shoulder.

* Jolly lucky meeting I’ he said. * This shows we’re on the
right track so far, vou fellows.” :

“What-ho!” exelaimed Kangaroo.
trap when it passed the sohiool gates.””

** Whepe is Lumley, Mallish??

** Where is Cousin Ethel ¥

Mellish licked his dry lips. :

‘“Hands off” he muttered. “I—TI hadn’t a hand in the
game, I'll swear! I badn’t the faintest idea what Lumley
intended to do.” s
- T believe that,” said Tom Merry contemptuously. * You
wouldn't have the pluck. Where is Cousin Ethel now?’ -

*“In the trap.” i e
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NEXT _
THURSDAY :

““ Mellish was in the

“With Lumley?'%
€ Yes 39 g 2

“Where are they going1"”

“To Wayland.”

“ Wayland ! caid Blake, “It's a long way round”

* He was trying to throw yvou off the track.”

" Good " said Herries. “ We con take o short cut to Way-
landGnnd] gat t.l"’em grsl‘g.! and head the rotter off.

“ Good egg!” said Figgins, »

3 You'msfum he was going to Wayland?' asked Tom

Merry,

g }go asked me not to tell you if T met you."™

** Looks right enough, you fellows.” ~

" Hold on 1" said Kerr, in his cautious way. ‘“We want to
:)e gareﬁ,ll. vou know. I don’t see what he's going to Way-
and for."

e }{ﬁu think Me,lli‘ix is lyﬁ\ l""h

& swenr—" an Meilish, 1 .

“No,” said the chttish junior.  Mellish may be telling
us the truth, but that's no reason to suppose that Lumley told
him }gheJt»rulh." St o : -

' By Jove, you're ri 1 : :

My ime’mssi n is, gt}mt if Lumley said he was going to
Wayland, He’s really going anywhere but Wayland,” Ker?
ramarked.

Tom Merry nodded, /

I think you're rig;ht.” i gl B R

“Of cowrse he is!” said Figgins. “T was an ass not to
thin!é oldi%"at e¢nce! Let's get on, you chaps.”

' Goo

*“You're going back to St. Jim’s, Mellish 7’ g

" Yes.ii A

*“If yon mect D'Axcy or Dig tell them where you left us,
50 th}at '}l’my can come on if they like, Where did you leave
Lumley #

Mallish pointed up the road. !

‘* About u mnilo up the high road. T locked back, and saw
him drive into a lane on the right a few minutes after I left
the trap.”

*“Thanks!? i g . ‘

The juniors remounted their machines, Although Mellish

* bad had a hand in the affair, they were willing encugh to lot
him go. 'They believed that lie had not known Lumley's
mtentions, and in any ease he had only been a tool in the

hand of the Outsider of St, Jim's. ; g

“Let's get on,” said Tom Merry., “One thing’s jolly
certain—we're going faster on thie bikes than the trap can
possibly o, mg 50, if we don't lose the track, we’re bound
to come up with the Outsider,”

“ And then—"" said Figgins, between his teath.

“Then we'll make him sorry for himself,”

* What-ho !

The juniors of St. Jim’s remounted their bicycles and rode
on. E
The meoting yith Mellish had made them more hopeful,
They had had o long ride, and, having seen nothing of the

trap, and srnined only the vaguest information from passers-
by, they had begun to beliave that Dumley-Lumley had
succeeded in giving them the slip. i

People on the rond and in the fields had answered thieir
questions, and they had heard of a trap furiously driven,
but the information liad been yery vague and uncertain., Now
Mellish had confirmed it,

Lumley-Lumley was not so very far ahead: they were on
the right track, and they wera going faster than the frap.

In 4 very short time Tomn Merry & Co, reached the place
which answered to Mellish's description, and they turned their
muchines into the lane the trap had followed.

“ Wa're going divectly awny from Wayland,” Fatty Wynn
reimarked.

“ Just as I expected,” said Kerr.

*“So you did, old man.” 41

'Tom Merry’s eyes scanned the road as they pedalled on,

The lane was one not much used by vehicles, and in the
dust of the road he could see recent wheel-marks. ¥

Whether they had been made by Lumley’s trap was a
question, but it was very probable, and the sign was a hopeful
one,

The i‘uuiors pedalled harder than ever,

The lane nsrrowed down, and the grass grew in the road,
and here the wheel-maiks wore as plain as ever.

Ahead, through the trees, the juniors caught a glimpse. of
wide silver rolling in the sun, It was a river.

! We're'coming to a bridge, I suppose,” said Manners,

The rond was growing rougher. Tlere was i sudden pop
as Manners spoke, and he uttered a sharp exclamation.

“There goes my tyre!”

He slackened down,

" 8Borry, old chap I'” called out Tom Merry, as ho pnsa,i.zd.

“Oh, 1t's all right! Keoep on; see you later, perhaps.

And Manners jumped off his machine,
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on the tyre beforo the party had swept oub of sight. 16 was
rough on Manners, as it had been vough on Dighy, but it
could not be helped. The trap had to be overtaken, and. it
was agreed among the juniors that if anybody lad to stop
Iie could not-be waited for.

Tom Merry & Co. rode on. i .

The track they were following led into a wide, country road,
and that road ran beside the river. . -
.. On one sido was 4 park fence, with big trees nodding over
it; on the other the ground dropped away gently in a grassy
siore towards the gleaming water. ke

Ihe. juniors turned into the road, and then Tom Merry

pans

Which way had the trap gone? SO -

It might have turned either to right or ta loft, and there
was no indication on the hard surfaca of the high road,

Fiﬁgins gritted his tecth. Had they lost the teack?

“ Hang 1t1” said Horrios. ** If wa only hnd Towser hers!
He'd smell out the track in half a twink, you know !"

But no one listened to Herries. They were not Thelined to
argite just then about the merits of his favourite hulldoy.

om Merry climbad 2 tree by the roadside, and, liolding to
a branch with his foot on another, swept the road up nod
down with his kean ayes:

He uttered & sudden shout.

*“ Hurrah !” .

‘“ Seen them?”’ yelled Figgins.

Tom Merry came slithering down the tres.

‘I think so!” he exclaimed excitedly. ‘‘There’s a trap
going like auything, with two people in it! I can't make
them out, but I think——" 4 : %

‘* Come on !’ 1 :

‘The juniors were on their- machines in a twinkling, and
riding up the road. The ground flew under the flashing
wheels. 4

The jumiors of Bt. Jim's had scorched before, but never as
they scorched ncw. The oyeles seamed fo fly.

Tom Merry was a little aheoad, but Figgins was very nearly
level. The rest wera strung ouy belind -

The trap was soon easily in sight.

The figures of a 'boy and girl were recognisable sitting in
it, and the juniors had no'moro doubt that ﬁmey wernd the ones
they aonght. Y

'iagins oyes blnzed.

“* We'll have him soon!” he muttered. 3

¢ Five minutes more !” said Tom Merry, gasping.

The New House jumior gritted his teeth hard:

“ And when we lay hold of him, Tom——*

‘ All right, Figgy.”" . ] .

“You'll leave him to me?"

$If you like! ;

I"iggma looked grim. ‘It was likely to go hard with the
Outsider of St. Jun's when Figgins got within hitting dis-
tanca of him. There would be no need for the others Yo
touch him, Tiggins would do enough—perhaps mora than
enough. 5 ’

The eyelists swapt on. ~

As they swept nearer, they could quite racognisa the forms
in the trap; they saw Lumloy-Lumley look back, and then
begin to whip the horsa savagaly. 0y saw Cousin Ethal
look back and wave her hand. i

“We've got him now.”

 Put it on!"’ .l

“ Two minutes more." ¢ .

Lumley lashed the horse with aavage forse. The animal
bounded on, but it was growing worn with the hnrd driva
And it was not equal in any cass to the spead tha Outsidarp
of St Jim's reguired of if.

Harder tho Outdider drove, aund harder the horse steained,
and the wheels of the trap seemed to loava the grownd hs it
dashed on.

But faster still the O{rclists camsa on behind.

The juniors wera fully confident now. !

They were closiug in on the teap.. Nothing could save the
Outsider of St. Jim's from capturs now. e

“'We've got him!" muttered Figging, once mors,

Lumley looked back. ;

The leading cyclistd were within twenty yards of tha. brap.
Heo caught & full sight of the grim, ast favs of Figgimns,

Ho saw Tom Murz;i: awerve a little to the side, and he kasw
what that meant. Tom Merry wis going to shoot pos: tha
trap, dismount ahesd, and block the way: = NS

And Lumley could not prevent hin.

The Outsider grittod his tecth. e

His glance swopt round savagely, and rastad on the rivar,
gn thc:i grassy slope down to the bank and the shining watars

eyond. 2N :

Cousin Ethel looked at him

“Stop!” she said. g
Lumley-Lumley gave her-a dogged glanca.
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Ho had it upside down by the roadside and was at work.
>
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“T guess not.” 2 ) S
“You are risking your life and mine,"” said the girl, in a

low voice. ““Thisis a lonely road; but if you met a markst-

cart, or a motor—** . i
“I guess I don't care.” .

“ You must be mad.” ,

The Outsider lnughed mockingly. B B2

“ I guess I've never eaved in yet,” he said, betwean hLis
teath. = “I guess they won't beat me this time.”

 Bo sonsible.  You cannot got away now—""

“1 gaess 'vo an idea.”

“ What do you mean?

He shrugged his shoulders.

“ You'll see . :

Tom Merry was ahreast of the trap now.
padalling ahead on the hard white road. .

Jack Blake shot ahead on the other side, and sprang to ths
ground  a hundred yards ahead of the dashing horse. In-
tropidly the two juniors rushed into the rond and threw up
their hands to stop the horse, :

Figgins was only a conple of yards behind the trap. The
others were coming on at top spoed,

It seemed all up with the Qutsider,

But Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had a card yet to play—a
desperate one. He dragged on the reins, and the horse
swung from the road. : :

“ Stop " yelled Tom Merry,

The Outsider was deaf—the horse obeved the rein The
trap swung off the road upon the grass.

Cousin Ithel clung to the aeat as the vehicls swayed and
rocked. TLumlay ant as still us o bronze image. He was
driving on, on, straight towards the gleaming river.

“ Good heavens!" cried Cousin Fthel. * What do you
mean to do?"

He did not reply. :

Right on he drove. The cyclista were pedalling over ilis

vass now towards him, with muny a bump. Tom Merry aud -

loke, end Figgins, on foot, were tearing madly towards the
brap. But they had no chance of reaching it in time. Right
down to the grassy, sedgy bunk the Outsider drove; and right
on, inlo the gleaming water, and the next momeant the horso
and trap were afloat, and the juniors were standing bafliad
and furious on the water's edge. !

He shot past it
5 :

CHAPTER 10.
Lumley' Gets Ahead.

OM MERRY & CO. stood on the bank, looking out over
the water. They could hardly believe their eyes for
the moment. ¢ ;

They had not expected that hardy recklessness on -the
part of even the Outsider of St. Jim’s. , :

: ,“l'I"l'w fool " muttered Tom, between his teeth. ‘ The mad
ool I’ : i oy

Lumley-Lumley did not look back. :

Hasty as his action had been, he had observed everything
before he acted, and he was quite aware of what he was
doing. il : ; T :

He drove the trap into the water tiH-it was a dozen yards
from the bank. The river was shallow here, as the clumps
of willows and rushes emerging from the water had shown
to Lumley’s keen eyes. At a dozen yards from the banl,
the horse was up to its shoulders in the water, and the trap
was barely afloat. The water washed into the vehicle as *
Lumloy drew it to a stop. Another two strides of tha horsa,
and if would haye been under water. But as yet neithor
Lumley nor Cousin Ethel was wetted in the lapst.” A plunga
of the horse might have sent them at, any second, howevor,
ito the bosom of the river. But Lumley’s hand was liks
iron on the rein, and the horse knew his master.

The junmiors stood on the bank.

They were quite ready to Pluu o info the tiver to the aid
of Kthel, but it flashed into Tom g![‘erry'u mind that that was
the worst thing they could do for her, and he waved bis
comrades back. i N : TP

Lumley was desperate, antl he seemed determined to stop
at nothing. e 3 :

-When the trap was halted, Lumley glanced over his
shoulder. : : S

He was ready to drive on if the juniors entersd thes water.

A sneering lnugh fall from his lips.

* Stop where you are !’ he called out.

“ You cad !" ahoulﬁd‘ Figgios. i

Lamley laughed again. ’ :

“Not a step nearer," he said. “TIf one of you entars Lhe
water, I shall drive on.”’ - i i

 You'll drown yourself, and Miss Cleveland, too, if you'ic
not ocareful,’” said Kerr, -

“T'I risk that,” ’

“Are you mad?™ : ;
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Lumley-Lumley shrugged his shoulders. 3

1 guess I'm going to come out ahead on this deal,” he
said. '‘ Miss Cleveland 1s going to spend the afterncon with
me, and have tea with me.”

** She does not wish to.”

** Oh, come off I’

' Let her speak for herself; then,” ciied Figgins.

I guess ol I'm running this ghow.”

* Look here, Lumley,” satd Tom' Morry, eyeing the Qut-
sider of Greyiriars steadily neross the expanse of shallow
water, Y you inow you'll get into trouble for thisi You're ut
an English public scligol, not in the Bowery of New York
now, ‘This 18 the kind of thing fellows get into prison for,
You’!'l be expelled from 8t. Jim's if this gets to the Head's
enys, 3

I guess the Head won't find it easy to expel me.”

* I know your father has tricked him into some agree-
ment,” said Tom Merry sharply, * but you've had a flogging
already, and you may have another,”

1 guess I can-stand it.”

* You'll got worse than a flogging from us, said Figgins.

“Tean stund that, too." ¢

“ Then vou won't come ashore,”

I guess nat,?

The juniors clenched their hands; 2 :

Appeils to Jerrold were evidently udeless. He was not
afvaid of the consequences of his net, and sn appeal to his
Letter nature wis futile, becaunse he did not seem fo have any
Letter notire,

Lithel sat silent.

She was not frightened; (though she had ample reason to
be,  But ghé was not so calm os she had been. The water
pleaming and flowing round the trap, the wide, shallow: ex-
}mnse into which Lumley would drive if he were pursned
urther—the shaking vehicle, the plunging horse—all com-
hined to shake her courage. And slhe was beginning to fear
the hard, desperate boy at her side. .

Her face was very pils now.

Lumley lcoked mockingly at the juniors, i

“ You cun go back the way you came,” he said. ** I swonr
that if yon enter the water, I'll drive across fo the other
side, whatever the consequences.”

Tom Merry gritted his tecth,

But Jerrold Lumiey held the trump card. For Ethel's
sake, the juniors dared not enter the niver,

Lumley looked nt them with & sneer, and then his glance
swept across the river. He had already discerned a boni by
the further bank, with a lad in if, ﬁsﬂing. The lad was o
stolid-looking country youth younger than Lumloy His bogt
was moored to the willows, aud he had a line out, but he
was neglecting it now, stending up in his boat to store across
the river at the frap in'the water.

Lunley. waved his hand to the lad.

“Bring that host over here,” he called out.

The boy stared at him, - ;

“Tl give you five pounds to use your boat,” called out
Lumley, and he held n rustling banknote in the nir. 1

The lad still stared; but Lumley's meaning sank into his
slow brain, and he suddenly enst off his nicoring, geized hig
onrs, nnd rowed out into the river. The beat came rapidly
towards the submerged frap.

Tom Merry & Co. exchonged glances.

“* He'll get away ! muttered %lnke.

' What can we do 17

‘“Hang it! Nothing."”

Figgins clenched his hands till the nails dug into the palms.

*Oh, if I could get a grip on him !I”’ he muttered.

*“You can't.”

“We can't let him take her nway under our eyes.”

“Hold on, Figgy! He's rotter enough for anything—if
you get into the water, he'll drive on.” =~

Cousin Ethel waved her hand fo the {umors.

**Please stay on the bank,” she called out, in her low,
clear voice. X

“We'll follow you, Ethel, snid Tom Merry. *“We'll
make that scoundrel suffer for this ™

Lumley lnughed, -

** My turn now, though,” he remarked.

Tom Merry shouted to the Ind in the hoat., But the

country youth did not appear to understund. Tlhe distance
wae great, and perhnps't—lhe rustling banknote in Lumley’s
hand had a great deal of effect, :

The boat came up; to the trap. et e 2

It glided past the shaking, 'i’ﬂungin(f horse, and the hows
grated against the step of the vehicle. It wae almost
aground.

““'Hre you are, zur,” said the lad.

“Thank lv.ou." said Lumley.

The girl hesitated, ;

“You don't wanl to stay here, I .guess,” said Lumley -
coolly. ‘“The 4rap will be settling down in ihe mud, and .
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“Will youn st,ep‘i_n, Ethel'?_"‘ ‘
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you'll be in the wataer in ‘ten minutes at the furthest: The
horse will be getting the shivers, too,.” :

“Very well,” said Ethel quictly, with eompressed Jips.

She stepped into tha boat. : -

Lamley released the reins, and jumped in after her.

* Look here, my lad,” he said; “take that trap hack to
the Golden Pig, near Rylcombe, and I'Ml pay you well for
it. Come up to St. Jim's, and ask for Master Lumley:
Here's your fiver for the boat,
you and let you know.”

i P‘I"ﬂﬁo——""

“No tulk ! Get into the frap 1" .

The slow youth was hesitating, evidently not uceustomed
to the keen, quick American ways of Lumley.  Buk the
Qutsider of St. Jim's wasted no time. He had paid liberally
and he meant to be obeyed. 4

He shoved the lad into the trap, and then seized tho oars
and pushed the bont further into the strenw. The country
youth, in s dazed framic of mind, tool the reins, and pulled
the horsé round towards the banlk. X

The honk glided out into the middle of the river.

FLumley-Lumley had never shown off at St. Jim's as a
good oarsman, hut he proved that he was one now, He went
with the current, and fairly made the bout fly. He did not
ask Cousin Ethel to take the rudder lines:

Tom Merry & Co. stood on the bank and watched them,
with feelings too dce‘) for words.

Cousin Kthel waved her hand silently.

Lumley grinned.

Thé juniors surrounded the country youth as he brought
the_horso and trap ashore, They shouted at him and said
thifigs to him, but apparently only with the effects of still
further gonfusing his slow wits,

“Let him alone,” said Tom Morry, with a short laugh.
“II's teo late now to do any good, anyway. The Outsider’s
gone, and we've got to follow him.” 1

“*Yes, rather {7

‘“ There's no other boat in sight,” said Blake.

“There’s the resd heside the river, though, and we can
keop the boat in sight,” said Tom Merry.

“*Good! Let's get on.” ‘

__They mounted and rode along the white, dusty rond, the
river gléaming on their right, and the boat in sight on the
shining water. . wra

But the road modo a curve and left the river, and thick
woods intervencd, and once more Jerreld Lumloy was lest
to their view.

I'll leave it soméwhere for

CHAPTER 11,
Lumley to the Rescue.

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY luughed lightly as his
eyes swept; the bank, and he saw only thick woods dark
against the bright sky. The cyclists hnd disnppeared.-

Cousin Ethel did not look at him:

Shuugm'u one anxious glance towards the bank, and that
wag all,

“ Iixeunt Tom Merry & Co.!” gaid Jerrold.

Ethel did not reply. s

* That was a close shave, I guess, back there;" =id Jergold
Lumlcy. *“But they won't find it easy to corner me, I gness.
What do you think?”

I think you are very reckless and very bad,” said Bthel.

* Thank you.” . -

‘““¥ou are causing a great deal of trouble for nothing, and
you brought both of us into danger.”

Lumley shrugged his shoulders. :

““That was not my fault; it wos theirs. Didn't T say that
I was going fo scorc over Tom Merry & Co.¥ I mean it;
overy tume. You're goiug to spend thie sfternoon with me,
Cousin Ethel. You'ro going to have texr with me. Then
I'm_going to take you buck to the school ai five v'clock or
.;_xoh just it would have happened if you had been with those
ollows.'

Ithel looked at him steadily.

‘“T shall not have tea with you,‘” she eaid,

“Then you will be hungry,” said Jerrold, laughing.

She was silent. 3

*“ Come, come, why should vou muke it a peint to ke angry
with me "' urged the Outsider. “Why not make up your
mind to enjoy the outing 1"

*“That is not likely.” ' .

“1 don’t see why not. I'm mnob such n bad fellow, you
lmou:r’. when' I'm L:eated well, and you dan’t say I've hurh

“I'm not, afraid that you will hurt me. But ycu havex
foroed me to como with you against my will. You cannot -
expeot, me to forgive that.” e .

“*You wouldn't huve come otherwise.” 3

“ Quite true."” e e 0 Oy

“Well, it is an adyenture,”’ said Eumtey good-humouredly. * -
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‘ escaped hedges and fences and ditches.

““You have nothing to complain of. I guess I shzll suffer
the most. They will rag mec to rags when they get me to
themselves at St. Jim’s.”

‘] think that very probable.”

‘1 guess I don’t weaken, though.”

“TIf wou take me ashore now,” said Ethel quictly, “ I will
speak: to Tom Merry and—and the others, and ask them not
to punish you.” -

: Lumley laughed sneeringly ¢ K

“ Thank you for nothing. Do you think I want to be pro-
tected behind a girl? Whatever they do, I gvess. I can
stand it.”’ T :

+*¥You are very foolish.”
3’ “Thank you again.”

The. boat glided on. = Since the cyclists had disappeared
Lehind the trees, Lumley had taken it more casily.  The
current-glided on with the boat, with an occasional dip of
the oars. ’ ~

*“Do you know where e are going?” Lumley asked sud-:

denly. °° 3
F‘)thelushoo,k her head. :
““Neither do I,” ‘said Eamiley. - T thought you might, as

The trap rocked and c¢recaked as it dashed on. ;\lellish turnied a dozen shades of colour as it narrowly
‘I say
I can’t stand this!”

at the green, well-wooded banks, oyer which in the

Lumlcy,” he exclaimed at last, *‘put me downl

you know this country better than 1.de, I hayen't bheen at
the school long.”
*1t is too far from St. Jim's,” said Ethel, glnncin%round
1sfance
roge i one pluce u cloud of smoke, indiciting the neighbour-
hood of & town. 1 have never beon here limfom, and vou
turned so often in the trap that 1 quite lost the direction.’
“So did 1, said Jerrold. “ Never mind. If we follow
the river wo shall come to somothing, I suppose. 'There's
2 strenn that Aows into the Ryll about a mile from St, Jim's.
This may be it.”
Ethel nedded. . . .
“It is very likely,” sho said.. “ It s roughly in this direc-
tion from the scliool, at ail events. But I eannot sav.”
Jerrold grinned, . - g
“1In thot case we're Fotgmg towards St. Jim’s sgain,” he
said.  “ But that is all right. Tom Merry i3 far enough
away. They are not likely to' find us”?
1 suppose not.” ;
“You're gorry?”
" “Do you expeet me to say that 'm glad 7' said Ethel,
looking at him. - ;
* No, I suppose not. T should Jike you to be content 1o
picnic with ove, and go'back to St."Jim’s good friends,’
Tux Gen Lingary.——No. 138.
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* Nonscnse [”’

Laumley bit his lip.

“Vory well; T don’t care.” '

Ho glanced round ahead of the boat. The stroam,was
widening, whero it joined another, between well-woodad
bunks, In the distance rose a spire, and along ons of the
banks sprawled a quaint old village. :

Ethel uttered an exclamation.

“ 1 know this place]” .

““What is it 1" asked Lumley. d

“That's tho Ryll; we're floating into it.”

“Then we're only 8 mile from St. Jim's.”

“ Yes..l F

Jerrold Tumley looked thoughtful for n momant:

“ Good 1" he exclaimed. en: thero's & waterside inn
only u short distance from here, whore we ean gat a lunoh-
pm,{kot, and things for camping.  Wa can picnie on the
island. You've picnicked there before, I think, with Tom

Merry and the rest.”
$i ”

#Then you will like it.”" L

“7 shall not picnic there with you.”

“Won’t you be reasonuble? suid Lumley, in a low voice.
“T don't want you to be hungry, Ethel, and it's no good
baing obatinate,"

Sho did not reply R s

Lumley fook up the oars again, and towed on intg the Ryll

. Now as he was to the country, ho racognised the banks of thie
familiar river now. He knew whese he was, and he had
docidod what to do.  Of the pursuers thera was no sign.

om Morry & Co. had beon shaken off miles hack.

There wero currants and eddios whore the stroam ran into
the Ryll, and it required all Lumley's care to look after the
boat, As it rocked on the eddies, he glanced nf Consin Bthal,
She wig quite composad.

“ My word,” said Lumlcy, & you have & wondorful nerva
I‘or‘ 8 gu"_l! Can you swim " 5 :
““But you would never reach the shors if anvthing hap-

pened to ‘this boat,” said Jerrold, “uoloss I saved you

um o good swimmor." .

8 }ndm‘.d £ ’

“T could give points to some of thoss swanking bbunders

at St. Jim's, if 1 thought it worth while, T zuess,” shid

Lumley, with a shrug of the shoulders. ** Porhaps [ could

show them semething at footor, too, if 1 earod.”

* But you do not play 2" said Lthel, with somo interest

It is not worth, my while."”

should think,” the girl could not help saying.

Lumley sneered. i

“ So they've told you tales about mo?"

Tithol flushed. - -

“Cortainly not, My friends are not likely to)tall Lalos
about anyone,” But your actions are common talk at tho
sohool, und I have hewrd you speak yoursslf of smoking and
card-plyying.” ; |

“T guess I have to pnss the time, you know,'' said Lumley
carclessly, “You see, I'm mno older in voars than theso
fellows, but I'm older in other things. 1 was & man before

I wns a boy. When I was ten T had to fighit for mysolf. I
know most things at oleven, At twelve thero wasn't x sharper
in New York who could have done me.”

Ethel looked at him curiously. . .

*““ You have had s curious oxperience,” she said. ;

“J guess so. I could interest’ you in somo things, T Ehinle,
it you cared to listen,’ said Jerrold, “1 guess ['ve fived
moro iy [ifteen years than Blake or Tom Moerry will live in
fifty. But—"

He broke off, .

“You wouldn't care to hear,’” he said, “and you would be
horrified, too. I've hid a hard life, and so has my overnor,
befors Lhimley's Limited ‘got there” We've been hit had,
and weo've hit hard back, and some went under. [ guass T'vo
scen a man who was worth millions selling motehes in Mul-
borry Straat, It mokes you think. 'SBt. Jim's {3 a change
to me after all that.' .

¢TIt must be.” - : =

“But you'll see that a fellow like me conldn’t knuckle
under to Tom Merry & Co.,’” said Jerrold. “I mus: bo
top dog."” X . oMy

*Thoy would willingly be Friends with you if—if—"'

Lumley laughad.

“IEI wers different,” ho said. Tf T were o good littls
boy, and said “Yes, sir.' and *No, sir,’ according to rule. T
guess I shall noyer ¢ome to that,” ;

“If you wonld be truthiful, and fuir, and kind,” said Bthol
atcadily,
i 3
The Outsider nodded. ~ ~ -

“T don’t know,’ he suid, “I might—" He pauscd.
His eyes were fixed wupon the Rylecombe mill; which the boat
TrE Gem Lisriey.—No. 138, = :
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dotter worth while than soms of your amusoments, T_

*If you would play tho game, as (hoy would put

was now passing. “If thap kid isn't careful,” said Lumloy,
““3ho'll bs in the water in two shakes, I guess.” :

Cousin Iifhel looked round. . - . o b

Tho mill-wheel was ravolving,. steadily,” and the watare
lashed and sang round the whesl. he mpurmur of it
reached their ears in the boat., bt S0

A little. girl was playing by.the wooden fedps a littls
distance above the mill. The fence was broken in ones plice,
and the drop into the water below was unguarded,” dnd the
child was certainly in danger. -

Ethel turned pale. Ha -

The child was placing her doll on the brokes Esuce; tryag
to make it sit there, and at every instant Ethel expected to
aee.hiér tumble into the river. ’

Lumley's expression was-strangs. ; A

One s0 hard and reckless as the Qutsider of 8t. Jim's,
utterly inconsiderate to others us s ruls, might huave been
expocted to row on without morae than a chrsisss glange st
the child. . . ; ;

But the Outsider did not. He rested on his oars, his eyos
ﬁ!x’odk:n the little: girl, and the colour wavering in his
cheg ) :

“The little duffer!" he muttersd. “Where are hac
pardnts ¥ She'll be in the water, assura as o gun !’

Ethel's hips trembled, g : 5

** Shall T'eall out to her?'" said Lumlay, looking at Kthel,
It might startle her, and——"'

Ethel shool her head,

“No— But—— O, good heavans!”

The catastrophe had come. :

Thé doll slipped from the broken rail, and tha child mada
a wild. cateh at it.  She missed the doll, and the naz!
moment was over the dizzy odga, The shoep, feightanxd
ory, the qI ick splash, vang in Ethel's aars.

The girl hall sprang towirds Lumlay.

“Bave her!" she gried.
Lumley looked at Cousin Ethel,

His faco was white.

“Bave hord" 'he said, 1 einnot save har! Sha'll ba
sugked under the mill-wheel and s shoull I b if | went
in for her!”

Ethel clasped her hands.

“Oh, heaven! If Kiggins were here! Oh——"

Lumley flushed crimson. = :

““Take the oars!"” he said sharply.
ISty ; -
bOH'e threw his jacket into the boat, and kicked off hia

ota.

¥ No; no!" cried Ethel. “She is lost! You canaot—"

Lumley did nol listarn.. - T L TR e

A long, powerful spring carried him Ffar into tha water,
nndk the next moment he was swimming with powerful
strokes.

“Keep the boat off.

CHAPTER 12,
Jerrold Lumley — Hero,
OUSIN ETHEL stood in the boab as it rocked. Fer
face was as white as chalk, han e{'es shining with foar.
= She was afraid for Jorrold Luwley as wall as for thoe
child. A womin had appearsd on the bank, aud was Cryang
snd wringing hor hands,

‘Bave her—save her!”

A man in a white, floury cont cama into view from the
mill. It was Miller Giles, a fat and comfortable miiler,
welk known to the boys of St. Jim's. Bub ha did not look
comfortable now. Miller Giles had lived by a rivar all lis
life, but he could“not swim o stioke: and if hs lhad gonn
into the water, he would have gone direct to tho botvom, like
& stone. That, howaver, would;, perhups; not huys stopped
iim from plunging in to tho rescus of his liftls duughier
had not Lumley beon first. :

Lamley had reached the child.

As the curcent swept the little gicl down townsds the mill-
wheel, Lumley, swimming from the boant, had infartoptsl
her, and his grasp had closed upon the long, fraating hate.
The child was unconsoious, and did not mike & movermant.
l[?élllllg’ secured a Arm grip upon her, and swam for bis
ife.

For his life—that was what it was now ! o

The curront was sucking liisn towards the mill-wheal, and,
onee sucked umder there, no power on earth could savs hin,
The mera thought of it sont a cold shudder through his

¥ .

He fought for his life, and the life of the litke givl hn
held, ‘Bravely, with stoady courags, the Outsider of St.
Jim's struggled with the curront that sought to deag him
to a horrible doom. . e 3

The water sang and bubbled round " him—sang  and
buhbled, not with musi¢ to his ears, but like a chorus of

A Sclsl Tals of Tom Merry & Co.
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demone, The sun flashed in his eyes; the mill and the trees
on the bauk seemed to be swimming round him. ;

He was fighting hard, but he knew that he was getting the
worst of il, The current was sucking him down fto death
under the wheel, E X :

Without the dead weight that was dragging him down,
Jerrold Lumley knew that he could save himself ere his
strength was epent,

Save himself !

Why should ho give his life for a stranger—he who had
never helped a Jame dog over a stile, never extended a
helping hand to human being in distress, never cared
whether anvone was in distress or not?. ;

He could have lsughed at himself, in the midst of the
whirling, ewirling waters. A !

What ‘was it kept him from throwing sside his burden,
and fighting for his own life? What was it? The thought
of a scornful face that would lock at him when he came
back safe—alone; and the knowledge that Figginsg would
have <ied rather than let the child sink, if he had been
there; and that Cousin Ethel knew that.

What did it matter fo the Outsider of St. Jim's if Cousin
Ethel despized him? !

1t mattered enough to make Jorrold Lumley cling to tite
an?lx:scmus child, while the whirling watere dragged him to
death,

But it was 1ot to death that Lumley was to go. He had
'ﬁb the girl in the boat, and Cousin Ethel had not been
idle,

The miller shouted to her, and, with a fow etrokes, she
brought the boat near enough for Giles to jump in.

The miller seized the oars, and the boat sped to the
rescue. In the water Giles would have been helpless, but
in the boat he was the right man inthe right place.

. Lumley could hear now the grim grinding of the wheel
in his dizzy ears,

h!']léz had given himeelf up for lost ! Sfill, he clung to the
child.

But a rough; white face bent over him, b]m‘tinF out the
sky; and a hand grasped him, and he was dragged with the
child into the boat, .

“'God bleas you, Jad ! a husky voice muttered.

That was the last Jerrold Lumley heard or knew. Dark-
nees descended upon him,

Consciousness struggled back, and it seemed to Jerrold
Lumley that he was still fighting in the whirling watars;

: —{r ~iat the mill-wheel was dragging him down, down, down to

desth!

Now he was under the wheel—«grindin;f, grinding, with a
horrible clatter; now he oried out alond, and came to his
eenses.  Ile was lying on o sofa in_a rocom of the mill, the
water dripping round him from his drenched clothing; the
sun shining upon him throngh a window.

The milfer was on one side of him, Counsin Ethel on the
ather, There were tears on Cousin Ethel's ¢heeks. Lumley
felt a taste of brandy in his mouth. It was not a strange
taste to the reckless blackguard of 8t. Jim’s. -

Lumley etarted up. 3

“What—what-—— Where am I, then? I-T thought I
was under the mill! I—TI thought—-"" He broke off.

*“Thank the good Lord you're nof, my lad ' .said the
miller, with tears in his eyes. My word, I thought you
were gone for good ! God bless you I

“ Where is she?'

“The child? Safe with her mother, thanks to you, young
master ! [ .

Lumliey had not meant the child.
Cousin Ethel, ;

The girl laid her hand on his, and he looked at her.

“You're enfe,”” he muttersd—'‘you’re safe!  After I
jumped from the boat I was afraid—afraid it might drift
on the wheel, and—— But you're all righi!”

Bthel's tears fell. ‘

ITe was thinking of

Lumley grinned through the wet on his face, e had
been through o terrible experience, but already lie was
~recovering. He was the rough-natured, harden Qxltsidcr

of St. Jim's again almast, !

“Yan are crying?’’ he exclaimed.

“No,” eaid Ethel. *Yes. -

“Did you think 1 was drowned 2"

“No. But—" A .

“ Would you have eried if I had been?" asked Lumley.

“VYey, indeed !

L “rhy ?I’ 3 X b

Ethel did not answer that question. She wiped away her
tears;. The heroism of the Outsider had tonched her
#lrangely.

Y1 say, I'm sorry,” sdaid Lumley, alter a pause. The
miller,  satisfied that he was all right, had gone into the
xdjoining room, where the mother was trying to restoro the
child. “It wos a cad’s triek to carry you off like that. I

ST, 2P
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only wanted to score over Tom Merry and Figgina;- but it
was rotten! I’m sorry.” 7 oy e
- “That is all right,” said Ethel. .

““You don’t bear any malice?”’ :

“Indeed—no ! v s

“ Because 1 fiched thot little duffer out, do yon mean?
nsked Lumley, with a grin. “That's a curious reason; it
has nothing to do: with it, you know.” ;

Because you are brave and noble,” said Ethel, in a low

voice; “because you are not all bad, as 1 thonght you
were; hecanse I admire you."

Lumley stared. |

"1 guess you're joking,” he remarked.

“T nm not.” /
My hat!”

‘* Brave and nobla! A -

Ethel smiled. It had never occurred to Lumley that his
action was either brave or noble, And Lumley bad one
virtue—he had ne humbug about him.

““I think it was brave and noble,” said Ethel.

“Oh, you're off the mark!’ enid Jerrold coolly. “I
don’t want to strubt in borrowed plumes, you know. It
wasn't noble. T suppose it was rather brave, when you
come to think of it, though I hever thought of that at tho
time; but anybody who knows me will tell you I've got grit.
My hat! I needed it in the old days, too. But don't you
make any mistake; I didn’t go into the water from nny
noble njotive.” 4

* You went in to sayve the child,” said Ethel,

45 ess s0, Buf I didn’t cure a Continental red cent
for the child, or what became of it!" said Lumley, with
bratal frankness. ““The brat wae nothing to me. %0 you
think I would risk my life for a stranger's kid?”

Ethel looked at him.

**Then why did you do it 7" she asked.

“ Beenuse 1 was nn ass!” said Lumley, with a grin. “I

held on to the kid because—because—— Oh, you’ll laugh 1”?

“1 shall not laugh, Lumley.”

“Well, I jumped in, and I held on to the kid, while I
knew I was a gone coon if 1 didn't lel go, * becauso—
because ”—he laughed ecoflingly—**becanse I knew thab
Tom Merry or Figgins wounld "have done it, and—and I
wouldn’t do less than they'd do, with you looking on. That's
all, and the solid truth!” Pk

Ethel was silent for a minute.

“ Well,” said the Outsider, “now you know how noble it
was,  T6 was dead mean; like everything I do, Ethel! I'm
& rank outsider, you know—the biackguard of the Lawer
School: no good in me. The Hesd would kick me out if
he could; the fellows would all like to send me to Coventry.
And 1 don’t care & red cent, for the lot of them if they do'!
I guess 1 can stand alone anywhere, And I've treated van
hke‘ a cad, Ethel. And now I'm on my back here, and
can’t move for a bif, now's your chance to cut.”

“What do you moean "

He made a qcsture towards the door,
exhausted, and ¢
swimming head. 9 P

“Keep still,” said Ethel. “You must not move.”

He grinned.

¢ Why don’t you cut ?”’

“Cat?”?

“¥Yeg,"” eaid Lumley, with a snecr. *There's the dsor,
and I'm ns weak as a rat—I can’t stop you. Now's your
c¢hance. Youn can got awny. It's only ten minutes' walle by
the short cut to Wayland. Now's your chunce.”

Ethel did not stir, :

“Why don’t you go?” he asked. ¢ Why 9

= I]slmll not, Ieave you till you are quite strong,” said Ethel
quictly. -

He looked et her grimly.

“ When I am strong I shall not let you go.”

She smiled. : .

- “We will talk about that then,” she said.

“TI mean it,”’ said Luniley. i

r. Heo was utterly
1t gesture alone made him sink back with a

CHAPTER 13,
Honour.

HE miller and the miller’s wifo were all gratitude io
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley. Whatever his motives may
have been, as he explomed them to Ethel and to -him-

sclf, all the millex knew or eared about was that Lumley. bad
risked, and ncarly lost his life, to saye-the little girl, and had
soved her.

That was enough for Mr. Giles and his wife.

Tlie mother wept tears of joy und gratitude over Lumley,
and, in fack, put lxis politencss to a very grent strain by her
emotion, which the hardened lnd did not understand. .

“Is all right!” he exélnimed at last, **If the kid's
safe; I'm glad. And if you ean dry my clothes for me, I'll
take it kindly. But that's enough. T'm not a hero, and T
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wouldn’t be one at any price, and I guess T don’t want any
scene. - 2 'y

And Mvrs: Giles made no more scens, buat she attributed
Jerrold’s rudeness to his modesty, and perhaps thought (he
better of him for it: b [ s .

Jerrold was taken fo the millor's room ‘to changa his
clut.hesy. aud lic camé down in a suit of clothes belonging to
Me. Giles; while his own- wore being dried. He looked odd
cuq‘qgh - them, too, and Cousin  Ethel could not help
BIISING. > A

. arrold grinned awkwardly.

“I know I look w blessed zuy,” he remacked.

“1 am glad you have not cnught eold,” said Bthel.

The junior laighed. .

# Just like a girl, to think of that," he anid, T never
catch oold. T'ov us tough as mails—hard all through. Thov
say my clothes will 'be at least” un hour bofora | ean put
them on again.  If's yotten."

. You must wait,”

¢ And you,” said Jerrold.

Ethel smiled. - - :

“You are quite yourself asain now,” she said.
have quite recovered.”

I guess so. And you remembsr what T said?
not going.”

“Sapnose T speak to Me. Gilss?”

.};m"mh.l gave hor a dork glanes. g

“You'sa got me, Iguess." be said. “ What a fool T was
to jamp in for that kid! What a double-distitled fool! I'm
dony now—cléan done. You oan go back to St. Jim's, and
they'll laugh st me.”

Hoe clenclied his hand.

“I shall ‘not go back to St. Jim’s,'" said Ethol. “T have
no, intention of speaking to Mr. Giles, either. I shall tell
him. nothing."”

“And you will stay 2’

“Yes."” .

“T guess I don’t catch on,” said Jerrold,

“ After what you have done—"'

“ Oh, leave that out of it,” said Lumley. ‘I’ve told you
my motives. I never was a humbug. Don’t make me one.”

Cousin Ethel smiled. -

I cannot leave that out of it,’ slic said, “and T will not.
And. I think your. motives werc nobler than you suppose
vourself. You wanted me to picnic' with you—to have tea
before we returned to St. Jim’s, and to go back good
fricnds.”’ ! :

43 Yes."

“ Well, if you still wish it—""

“OF course I do,” said Lumley eagerly.

¢ Let it be so, then.”

“You mean it?"”

¢ Certainly.”

“Honour?"” - : : !

““ Honour !"” said Cousin Ethel, laughing.

“ Hark !"" exclaimed Jerrold, liolding up his hand.

There -was a sound of oars in the river, floating in the still
afternoon, cloar over the grind of the mill-wheel.

Jerrold stepped to the open windosw,

Out of the stream a bout was in sight—a lavga boat, with
six St Jim's juniors in it. Kthel and the Outsider. rocog-
nised Figgins, and Kerr, and Blake. and Tom Merry, and
Lowiher, and Kangaroo, The others were not to be sesn.

What had happened was sasily guessed. The chums of St,
Jim’s had obtsined the boat, and these six bad fellowed the
chase by water, while the: others took charge oi the cyeles.

The faint sound of their voices came to the ears of the
two in the mill, though what they said could not be heard.

Jerrold looked at Ethel.

One call from the girl would have brought the juniora to
the mill, and she would have been rid of the Outsider of St.
Jim’s.

But after what she had said—

The girl compressed her lips.

There were her friends scarching for her. but she was
bound in honour now not to betray Jerrold Lumley. = She
had to let them pass. i

Cousin Ethel turned from the window. Jerrold turned,
too. and there was a curious cxpression upon his face.

“You keep vour word,” hic remarked.

““Did you think I should breal it?"”

He mused. [

“I ‘have broken mine.” he said, ‘““many a time. I was
never taught to look on a promise as sacred.”

“You wers very badly taught then.”

“I guess so, And you always keep your word?"

“ Always.”” !

¢“You have never

f“Never!™ . : : -

1 guess that's real nics,” said the Outsider. And his
face remained very thoughtfu! for some time afterwards.
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'CHAPTER 14, ¢

Something Like a Surprise.
“% OOK here—-"" ATy
“ : ‘* Weally, Dig—"7"

s “1 tell you—=—""

“Weally—"

¥ Stap, you chump '

1 wefuse to be culled n chump!” :

i Fathead. then!' said Dighy emphatically, His voice had
been growing' more emphatic for some time. ““Waster!
Ass! Frabjons ass!”

“Weally, Dig—" .

“We'ye done Waylind,' said Dighy. # We haven’t lieard
anything of them there. My ida}x 15 to go up the river.”

i And"x.‘ny ideali is to go down.” - :

“Duffah!' 1 - g

And D'Arey and Digby held their bicycles, and stared ak
ane another and frowned. They had dismounted on the
bank of the Ryll, within sight of the mill, ,

Arthur Angustus I'Arcy  had chonged his clothes at St.
Jim's, and then sot out on thie track of Tom Merry & Co.
He was vory exasperated at being loft bolind, being undor
the impression that he had changod in record time, whereas,
as 8 matter of fact, the change had oceupied o quarter of an
hour at least. :

The swell of St. Jim's had met Digby on the road, and
stopped to help him mend his puncture. Mellish had’ pussed
thom while thoy were o engaged, and from him they had
learned that Lumley was gone to Wayland.

When Dig's hike was in' order again, they had started off
for Wayland. Mellish's information might or might not be
correet; but in sny case, it was too late to think of aver-
taking Tom Merry & Co,

Thoy rode to Wayland and looked for Lumley there; but
no one, of course, lind seen anything of the trap, which wis
in quite a differont direction. Then they rede down to the
river, thinking that Lumley might have taken that direction
and ot the' point whore the upper stream joined the Ryl
they had stopped. D'Arcy was of opinion that if Lumley
had come in’ that direction, he wou’lc{’ha\-a gona down the
river towards 8t. Jim's, and Dig thought that the Qutsider
would have done exactly the opposite. So they argued it
out, not sexy politely. ;

“You sce,” said Dig, “he would want to keep away from
the school.” edin NS

“On the contwawy, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, *he would 1
double back towards the school, you know, so as to thwow
us off the twack.” v ; R

“ Rats !”’

“ Weally, Dig—-"" i

“He would keep as far off St. Jim’s as he could.”

“ Wubhish !’

“Look here, Gussy——

I wefuse to da anythin' of the sort. I am assuahed that
the wascal has gone down the wival."

‘*Tf he's been lrere ot all, he's gone up.”

“ Vewy well, I 'will go down, and you shall go up,"" said
Apthur Augustus. It wouldn't be safe for you to meeb him
alone, but you're not likely to, in that diwection.'

“You'ra not likely to, or T'd come with yvou.” said Dig.

“1 should not need your assistunce, deah boy. Now,
which way are you goin’?”’ % i e

“Up the river.” : ]

“Pway listen to weason——""

S“Ratg 1”? %S
“I insist—"" "
Oh, ‘go and eat coke!”

1 wefuse to do anvthin' 61 the sort. T shounld be sowwy
to have to thwash you before we part, Dig——""

Digby laughed. -

“Oh, buzz off, Gussy! We'll compare notes at St. Jim's.
I don’t suppose either of ‘us will find the bounder.”

“Vewy well, denh boy. Good:bye!"

And Digby, rode up the towing-path. D’Arcy wheeled hia
bicgele along the bank, in & thoughtful mood. He was
nearer to the fugitive than he imagined, but he wus not in
the least on the track. He glanced at the mill, and prused.

“Bai Jove! Pewwaps Millsh Gilesomay have seen same-
thin' of the twap !” he murmured. * No harm in askin’, at
any wate.” ] ; o

And Arthur Augustus whealed his machine up to the mill.
e rang his bell as he came up, and the miller came out,
Ho knew D'Arcy of 8t. Jim's very well,

“Good-afternoon, Master D'Arey!" he said, i

 Good-afteahnoon, Giles!” said the swell of St. Jim's,
raising his cap gracefully to the milier’s wife, who was look-
ilpg out: “I nm lookin' for a chap. Pawwaps you have secn
him.

‘“ Perhaps,” said the miller

8
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As the Outsider sat alone in his study, with dizzy brain and aching head, it was not his bruises, hisaches,
that troubled him most—for he was thinking of the' ¢hance he had had that day of gaining the regard of Cousin
Ethel—the chance he had had of winning her respect—and how he had, with the caddishness that scemed
inherent in his nature, thrown that chance away. The girl had been gfowing to trust him, and he had lost

her trust, The chance was gone. (See page 23.

e

‘' Has a chap in a twap passed this way?’ asked D’Arcy.

**1 have not noticed one.’’

“ A wotten-looking chap,” said D’Arcy. ‘“ A mean, cwawl-
in} wottah, with & fuce like a—a—a pwizefighter, you know,
and a wotten, wuffinuly expwession.  The kind of chap who
acks capahle of pushin’ a fellow into a ditch and wuinin’ his
clothes,’ ¥

The miller smiled.

I haven’t seen him.”

“*He may have left the twap somewhah,” D’Arcy re-
marked thoughtfully. ‘“He would have a gal with him, vewy
DPwobably.”’

“I'm sorry I haven’t seen him. Will you come in and

rest?’ asked the miller. “ There’s a young gentleman
belonging to St. Jim’s here now.” :
" Bai Jove! Who is it?”

21 dow’t know his name,”” said Mr. Giles; “but he’s a
splendid chap—one of the best. He jumped into the river
te save my little Alice, and was nearly sucked under the
miil-wheel,””

“Bai Jove! It must be a School House chap,” said
D;‘.l‘cy.
{1
TnURebAv: - THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL”

The miller laughed. He lnew of the rivalry between the
houses at 8t. Jim’s, a8 eyerybody round the school did. 1t
certainly secmed humorous to him that D’Arcy should con-
clude, as a matter of course, that the heroic rescuer was a
Schoo! House follow. !

“I don’t know about that, Master D’Arcy,” he said. 1
only know he’s a splendid lad, and as brave as a lion.”

** Blake, vewy likely.”

** No, it's not Master Blake. It’s a lad I haven’t seen
before,” said the miller. **I think he’s a ncw boy.”

D’Arcy looked puzzled.

* Bai Jove! The only new boy lately is that wank out-
gidah Lumley, the chap I'm lookin’ for,” he remarked.

“ Will you come in?”’

*“Yaas, wathah! I'd like to sec this chap.”

Avthur Augustus leant his bicycle against a tree, and
followed the miller in. He was puzzled by what Mr. Giles
had told him. Not for an instant did he conncet the rescucy
of little Alice in his mind with the Outsider. That was tco
wildly improbable to be thought of. .

But he could not guess whom it might be. Any onc.of
the chums of the School House might have acted so: but

; Tue Gem Lispary.—No. 158,

A School Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
. By MARTIN CLIFFOR}B-



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D%~ THE *BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

Me. Giles knew them all by sight, and this was a fellow the
miller did not know. | ;

“Is'he a juniah, Me. Giles?" asked D'Aroy.

“ Yeoa; no older than vourself, sir.’”

“ Bai Jove! Was he hurt?”

“ No, luckily," said Mr. Giles, “He's only waiting here
for his clothes ta dry, and Cve given him some of minhe to
wear while they're drying. The voung lady is waiting, too.”

“The young lady?™

* Yes, Master D' Arcy.” :

““ 8o there was o lady with him?”

_The miller paused, and losked at D'Arcv. He kuew that
Ethel was D'Arcy's cousin, and D'Srey’s ignorance of the
fact that she was with Lumloy seemed to point to' g secrot
baing kept. My, Gilps was a good-nutured man, and he did
not 'want to put his foot in it if he cowd help it.  But he
tiflected ut once that Kihel was not the kind of girl to he
making sseeror excursions with anvons. and she was not
likely to objsct to her cousin knowing that shie was ab
tha mill, :

5 Yoa, it WA your. eousin,g Mastor D'Arey,” said the
aillor, having ¢amo to Hhis conclusion,
‘Arey jumped -
¥ oatsind™
es,” ¥

“Cousin Ethel?” -

¢ Cortuinly.” .

DiArcy jamimed his evellass inlo his oye, and stared
blankly at tho miller, whodiad his hand now on the door of
the little sisting-room overlobking tho river, where Lumloy
and Cousin Jithel were sitting. >

“You uare jokin', ¥ suppose, M. Giles?” said Avthur
Augostus,

““Certainly not.” [

“Bubt—but my cousin——"

““She is here.”

““ Imposs. 1" .
The miller_looked flurried.
had put his foot in it after all
extreme. : = i

“And shic was with the chap who fished your little gal
ou‘t‘,]}\ir.”(ﬂlos?’_’ asked D’Arcy, in surprise.

es . L

h
0oy

Hec began to think that he
D’Arcy’s amazement was so

“Then one of our chaps must have found her and taken
her uway faom that wottoh,” said D'Arcy. ** But you sav
you don't know the chap? Then I fail to undahstand thoe
mattaty at all. You had bettah show me. in”

The miller opened the door, and D'Avey walked in.

Two figures turned towurds him from the open window,

Ono wus Cousin Fthel. The other wes a lad in clothes
half o dozen: sizes too large ‘for him—a ludicrous figuro
cnough—but his fuce the swell of St. Jim's knew well.

He uttered o ety of amazament,

“Lumley "

Cousin Bthel cought hor breath.

*Arthur! You here!™

CHAPTER 15.
D'Arcy Considers It Spoof.
ERROLD stood looking at D'Arey in silence; his hands
QH clenched, He had belioved thut he had throwo Tom

» riy & Uo, completely off the teack.  They liad been
Ioft behind up the rviver, and most of them had. passed in
the boat, and disui) arcd towards the school. And ha re-
mombared that T had not socn Arthur Augustus among the
mrauers ab all. Thoe swell of St. Jiw's was the one ho feared
past,  But it was the one he had feared the least who had
found him.

Arthur Augustus stored at Lumley in blunk amazement,
He '\\-ax too: astonizhed to find Lumley theie to be able to

eal
wa That's him ! suid the miller, bohind, * That's the chap
who pulled wy little gir] our of the viver. Thit's the young
gentleman, Master D'Avey,  And L can nover say how thand-
ful T'am to Nim.

‘ What!”’

The miller closed the door, and left them.

Ethel made o step fowards her cousin.

She was in an embarrassing  position enough, and the
colour was burning in her cheeks now.

*Arthue ! 3

¢ Ethel! TI've found you, then?”’

“Tt seems so.”’

“And Pve found this waseal)" said Arilar Augustus,
slenching his hands ss he turnpd toward the Outsider of
St. Jim's. 1 don't krow how yon gov here, Bthel, deah
gal, but I'm glud Tve found you, Will you pway Stop inty
th‘e‘ n‘m:'t’ woom for u few minutes while [ speak to Lumley?™

“ Ethel——" :
Tur GEyM Lirary.—No. 138.
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o not understand, Arthur——""

s F%:.uitlg undahstund that you objoct to - violence, deah
gal,” said Arthur Augustus gently enough, “but under tha
cires; | have no wesource but #o give this uttah wottah a
feahful thivashin®." -~

i Arthur——-—[" 1d hlook his pushin' me into the diteh

oo, ovahloo it .
R 7 N said D'Arcy, *' but 1
could not: possibly pardon such an affwont as cawwyin' off
my cBousin undah ‘my eyes.”" . - %

“ Bt

“I am goin' to give him a feahful thwashin'. Pewwaps,

upon the whole, you had bettah wemain' here, Etiel, and
Lumley will step outside with me.”

“I tell you—-"" y 2 !

“Tt% all wight, donh gal. T aba'n't be hurd. 1 havo
licked = that wottah beforo, and 1 ean do it agsin quito
cnsily."

1 do not mean that, [——" . 1

“ My desh gal, gals should not talis any notice of Lhesy
liftle “mattahs,” said D'Arcy soothingly. 1t nl.l wighte
Lumley, will you have the kindness to step outside the housa
with me?'"”

Lumley grinned. |

‘I guess not,” he said. . 4

D'Arcy coloured with anger.

“You wefuse to meet me?"”

¢ Just so. N - . &

“You uttah wottsh! You are o coward !’ .

Lumley sheugged his shouldess. -

“You are a wottah! wastaht Yol are a cowardly
worin! I wegard you with feahful contempt!" 5

“Oh, pile it pn!"” anid Lumley. :

::; wegard you as a tweachowois, cowardly beast ™

jo iR '

“Will you step outside with me?"”

“T guess not.” (Y :

“ Wottah !’

*“Keep it up.’’

* Arthur—=—"

*Excuse me, Ethel, but 1 ¢annot allow aven you 1o intur:
fore it this mattah," said Arthoe Augostus firmly. *f am
goin' 1o give Lumfey 4 feahinl thwashin'. wolusts to
stop outside with me, like the wotten warm he is. | mos

twonble you to loaye the wottal to me, Ethel.. Would wou

mind shefrpiu' outside?"
1 will not.” |
o g)n!y for a few minutes, Ethel, doah hoy—I wgan; doah
% s

al.

Corbginly not. "

“ Woeally, Ethel—"

“Let mo explain, Avthoe

“Mhe mattoh necds no explaining, '
Bt. Jim's, I have found
wemains to thwash him "

‘,’Bl‘t_-_lf .

“There are no buts in the mattali. Now, Ethel, pway
loave us alone. Lumley, you cad, you are an uttahah wottazh
than I thought you, to sheltah yourself behind a gal in this
T :

Lumley laughed.

“I guess I'm not doing that,” he said, “but I'm rcady
tﬁ face the music at St. Jim's. I'm not taking any till
then."” 7

“You will take a thwashin’ now.” .

“Go ahead!” o
“T cannot thwash you in the pwesence of a luds, as you
know perfoctly well,” the swell of St. Jim's exelaimed, i =
tone of great exasperation,

“Then you had hetter put it off for a bit, T guess” :

D'Arcy breathed hacd through his' nose.
laid her hand ﬁmntly upon his arm.

* Arthur, will you listen to moe?"

“ertuinly, deah gal”

“You must not touch Lumley."

“Weally, Ethel—="

said the swoll of
the scoundwel, and it only
i)

“ Ho las been very brave. Ha has done wrong, bul—hut

1 have forgiven him,” zaid Ethel quistly.

“That's all vewy well, Ethel, and I will forgive bim wlon
I have given hir g thwashin’ 1" said Avthar Augustus  ** Naot
befora, of conrze."” -

“ You must let him alons, Arthur, and ask Torn Meryy and
the others to do so. He risked his lifo to save the miller's
littls girl.” ‘ .

‘“ Oh, cheese that, please!” said Lumnley abruptly. ““I don't
want to be bagged off, and I tall you——"

D'Arcy glared at the Outsider. ; S
©1 will thank you not to intewwupt my cousin, Lumicy,”
he said. ; ’

£ 0Oh, go and eat coke!”
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« You uttah wottah——""

« Avthur, be quiet, I have told you—"

« My deah gal, he’s taken you in,’' said Arthur Augnstus,
with & smile of superior wisdom. ** Why, thet eha nevah
plays owicket or footal, snd he tells lies, and smokes, and
dwinks bwandy., He is an uttah wottah fwom top to tos. Ho
pusn't saved anybody's life. 1 weally cannot swn!!ow that,
vou know. He has been spoofin’ you, my deah gall
* Ethel coloured.

“ I tell you, I saw it, Arthur!” -

D'Arcy shiook his hend, in a way thab was really a little
irvitating,  When D'Arcy was yiding the high horse, he could
be irrik\ﬁmf.

My doah gal, he's an aw{'ly deep and cunnin’ wottah," hia
mid‘r A ,} dare sy he got up some wcene for you, but he was
spoofin’.

PI s not like yon, Arthur, to belittle what another fellow
Jae done,” said Kthel reproachfully. "

S Not if he was a decent chap,” said Arthur Auvgustus.
+ ll give ewedit where cwedit is due, Ethel That chap
nevah did & decent thing in his life, T beliave. He was spoofin’
you sll the time; and the millah, too. Weven't you, you
seoundwel 7

« Lumley nodded.

* Exactly,” he said.

*“ There you are, Ethel—he owns up.” }

“ He is only speaking so because you provoked him,
Arthur,” said Ethel. ‘‘ You must believe what I tell you. I
gaw it myself.”

‘“ Spoof, my deah gal—spoof |’

* Arthor!” - !

‘1 am sowwy to have to disagwee in olguien with a Jady,
Ethel,” said Arthur Augustus firmly. * But I lold to tho
epinion that it was all spoof.”

*¥You will make me angry, Arthur.”

T g vewy sowwy, but I eantot be impoesed upon by that
waszoal, and I wenlly cannot let you be imposed upon, Lthel,
Will you liave the extweme Eooduena to wetire fwom the stene
while 1 settle mattahs with Lumley?”

* Certainly not!”

D' Arey looked helpless. —

* But you ought to do as 1 say,” he murmured feebly.
* Gals ought always to do as their bwothahs and cousins tell
them, you know."
¢« ** Nonsense."

T Eh 4_]7!
==Yes, nonsense, Arthur. Now, it was very good of you
ta look for m: .

“Not nt all, Ethel; it was my dotay s your cousin I’

* And to find fne—"

* Thera was weslly n gweat deil of luck about that.”

“But since Lumley hus rescued the miller’s little girl

* Spool, my dear gal—spoof!”’
! Ethel's eyes gleamed for a moment. As she had said,
Avthue Augustus was within measurable distance of making
lier angry.

“ Bince that,” said Ethel, “ I have forgiven Lumley for
g vudeness to me.”
% Weally,. Ethel—" ]
i % And 1 do not want. him to be nunizhed i any way—""

“ Wenlly—"" :
* Now,  Arthur—"
* But, my dear ,gal—"
" T tell you—"'
* But I must peint out—"*
* Arthuy——"
e i) : 3 ;
: “ Really, Arthur, I must ask you not to threaten Lumley
any more—"’

* Nen-nol to threaten Lamley any more!” murmured the
mstounded swell of St. Jim's.

** Exuotly.”

* But 1 am goin! to thwash hin,"

* Nothing of the sort.”

U Pewwaps,” said D'Arey, with leavy sarcesm—"' pewwaps,
Ethel, you would pwefer me to wetire and leave yéu with
it houndal.”

Ethel nodded.

"* That would be best, Arthur.”

D’ Arey jumped.

‘ Ethel I’ -

‘“ It would be quite the best thing to do, under the circum-
stances.!’ i :

““You are jokin’, of course—though weally this is not a time
to joke.” :

T am notdjoking.”

** Bat you don’t mean—"

o Yes T do.”

“ E}ui‘——“" ‘

Surely you can trust me to know best what to do,

.

adiepay: ' THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL"

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

One Penny. 21

Arthur 1" <aid Ethel, laying her hand on lier cousin's shoulder
with her most winning smile.

‘“ Well; 1 know you're & keennh chip—I mean gal—than I
am,” said D'Arcy,  * But—hut I don’t quits see——"

Tt is all right.” .

“Oh, vewy welll 1f you wish me to wetive, I twust 1 shail
nevah oppose the wishes of 4 lady, even of one natuwslly
undah iy authowity as my couvsin,’ said Arthur Augusiue,
with dignity, 1 will wetive. But, wemembah, Ethel, dol’t
bﬁhove ;n that wascally boundali the least bit. 1 considah it
all spoo "

_ And Arthur Augustus, with his avistocratic nose very high
in the aiy, retired from the room, and went back to Lis bicycle

n quito a dozed frame of mind. -3

CHAPTER 16.
A Chance Thrown Away.

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY Jocked curiously ab

Cousin Ethel as D'Arcy retired. The Outsider of St.

= Jim's Wore s very odd expression upon his face. He

did not understand girls—at least, girls like Eiliel—and he
did not follow the workings of her mind at &ll. =~

Ethel smiled.

** Poor Arthur!” she said.

* No,” said Lumley. Py s, 08

** But—but you must excuse him for not believing in yon,"
soid Ethel. ** Yonawill admit thut you have nob acted in o
way to raise his opinion of you.”

Lumley ,uughec’. ;

** Quite g0,

The miller put hix head in at the door.

** The clothes are quite dry now, sir."”

“Thank you ! said Luamley.

He went to the mille’s room to chiunge back into hig cwn
ologzges. In a quartor of sn hour he reappesved. Ethel was
waiting.

£ You’are ready?”’ he asked.

“ Vet

“ And you will really come?”’

“ Of course.” .

** And picnie with me?” pursued Lumley.

Ethel looked at her watch.

“We shall have to make it & very short
said. T must got to tie school, you know.

“Vary woll. 1 proniised to take $ou back to the schcsl by
five o'clock,” said Lumley. ** We will stop st the éersian
inn for tea, and go straight on to the sphool. Then wo shall
nofi be so very late,”

“ Phat will be very nice.”

They went down to the bont,

The miller and his wife overwhelmied Lumley with thanks
aguin as he stepped into the boat, to all of which the junior
Jistened with & bored expression upon his faee.

He put out the onrs, and the boat glhided down the river:

LEthel took the rudderlines.

She was in o very curious position, and she felt it. A
thought was in her mind that what had happened might have
u good effect upon the Outsider. The fellow who had dared
to risk his life must have good elementsin his nature.

But she did not know the Qutsider wall yat.

The bout glided down tho river, in the divection Tom Merry
& Co. had gone in an hour before. i

The quaint, old-fashioned inn of the waterside, with its
terrnce looking on the viver, rose into view among the trees.

Lumley brought the boat towards the bank.

** Here's our place,” he said.

Ethel nodded.

Now that sho was fairly committed to having toa with the
Outsider, she felt a little chilling doubt in ber mind.

DBut it wis oo late to think of retreat now.

Lumley moored the beut, and gave Ethel his hand ashore,
and they weat on the terrace. There, at one of the little
{ables, Lumley ordered tea. -

Lumley's orders were lavish; he had unlimited pocket-
money, and he nlwg@ gave himself the bost of everything.
He wanted to give Ethel the best, too. Bui the resources of
the inn were not needed for Ethel - -

She would take nothing but tea and n little bread:sind-
butter, and it was in vain that the Outsider urged her.

She simply would not allow him to oxcfwnd money upon her;
slie had forgiven him for what he had done, but she would ga
no further, !

Lumley bit his lip a little,

As wa have said, he did not understand givls, and if Cousin
Tihel had gent Arthur Augustus away, and come with him, ho
could not ses why they should not have what he regarded s
a-really good time.

What did the girl mean?
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Was it merely nonlsensa on h?nr part, designed to irritate
him, and so keep up his interest . : *
 If Ethel had k[;mslv,n that that thought was in the Outgnder's
mind, she would have risen from her seat and left him on
the instant.

But she did not know. -

She was anxious for the ordeal—for such it was to_her—
to be over, and she wanted to get to 8t. Jim's, . Unloss
Axthur Augnstus had fallen in with Tom Merry & Co,, they
ware pmbuﬁly still searching for her, and she disliked to think
of their wasting their time in that manner.

She made a gesture at last.

Lumley looked at her.

** You are anxious to go?” he asked,

Ethel nodded.

** Yes; I should like t6 got fo the sohool,” =
A couple of hours is enough of my socisty, I SlIDYOSD?
he romarked, with a grin. ‘' It is nearly three since I took

you from D'Arcy in Rylcombe Lane.”

“T ought to get in."”

* Very wall; here's the boat.”

Lumley placed her in the bont, took the oars, and pulled
away slowly towards St. Jim's. The Outsider did nof know
whather to be satisfied in his mind or not. He had certainly
scored over Tom Merry & Co., as he had purposed, and for
the’ consequences—certain to come—he did not care a straw.

ut——

Well, after all, it was better to have Cousin Ethel contented
to be with him, than to have her sitting glent and angry and
resentful, : .

He looked at her as she sat in the stern of the boat.

The girl looked very pretty and: very sweet, and there was
a gentle expression on hor face which had not been there
before the incident at the mill. . ;

Lumley wondered what she was thinking of. -

- She canught his glance, and coloured a littlo. i

*“ Are your thoughts a sccret ?”’ asked Lumley, smiling.

She amiled too, ; :

* No, not at all. I was thinking of you.”

L Of e'!)’ - y o

“¥es, I was thinking that a boy capable of such an act
of bravery—" g ?

*“Oh, no more of that, pleaso!”

“Cnpable of such mn act of bravery," went on Ethel
calmly; ““T was thinking that it was a pity such a boy should
uot be truer to his better nature—more worthy of his courage.
If you chose—""
Lamiey laughed lig{xtl :
IE T encee 1 could gecome a model like Tom Merry or
Iiggins,' he remarkea,

““You could become a nico and kind-natured boy like Tom
Moerry or Figgins,” said Cousin: Ethcl. :

He yawned. A

“That’s not my ambition. Perhaps I could—perhaps I
couldn’t. But I don’t feel any ambition in that direction.”

“16-is a pity.”

. “I guess not. I’m very well as ¥ am. And won't you ever
tike me unless I become more like Tom Merry and-Figgins 7"

Ethel was silent.

The boat glided on, and Lumley brought it to the bank
vnder g clump of willows some distance from the St. Jim's
Ianding-plice,

He v]umpod ashore, and helped Ethel out.
“We can walk through tho trees to the school,” he said, as
thiey stood under the deep shadow of the drooping branches.

“*Very well," said Ethel.

“But perhaps you wonld rather say good-bye to me here,
and go into the school alone,” Lumley suggested.

T do not care.”

“ You do not care if the fellows passed remarks about your
coming in with me ?"’

Ethel’s head was very ercct.

‘““Not in the least.”

“Ab, I like you,” said Lumley. “Do you know, T think
you must like me a little—although I’'m not at all like
i'igging or Tom Merry—or you wouldn’t have been so kind
to me the last hour.” .
_The girl moved nway a pace. There was something in the
Outsider’s manner she did not like; an indefinable something
in his tone. It struck her that after all, porhaps, she had
acted unwisely; the Outsider was mot the kind of boy to
understind her finer motives:

He came neaver to her. With a sudden movement he took
bath hor hends in his, and held them tightly.

Fithel drew a quick breath,

" Good-byo—good-bye 1" she said quickly. .

o did not relense her hands, but stood Tooking in lier oyes
with @ peeuliar expression in his own.

“Don't hurry away,"” he said.

She tried to drag her hands away.

“ Leb me go!” she exclnimed.
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“In a moment!. But—"
o Let me go L fpes it L . ; o
Come, come,” said Lumley, with a smile. ¢ No acting,
you know.” =

H Wit
He laughed.
“Come, come, Fthel. We've had a very Plousaut after-

noon, now, haven’t we? Before we part, won
onc—just one—one little friendly salute 7"

[ithel panted.

“You—you oad!"” she said, in tense tones. “ How silly T
was to think for o moment you would ever understand any-
thing—ever look upon anything as a decent boy would. You
cad! Let me go, or I'll call for help !

Lumley, in his surprise, reloxed his hold, and she torve her
hands away and ran quick! through the trees

He made a motion to follow, and then paused. She was
gone,  Lumley turned back towards the boat, a strango
expression upon his face.

L you give mo

CHAPTER 17.

In Honour Bound.
“ 73} OUSIN ETHEL !”
““ Bthel I”’
“ At last !

The girl ran out of the trees, still crimson with exertion,
and bresthing tremulously.

She almost ran into Tom Merry & Co.

They looked at her, and Figgins ran forward, almost unoons
sciouniy mkin% her hand. o caught his arm, and stood
breathing hard, her colour coming and going.

“ Ethel! ‘What is the matter? Has that cad dared—"

Figgins broke off.

FEihel recovered herself almost in & moment. She had all

a nigo, well-bred girl’s horror of making any kind of a sccene.
“T haye been running, that is

“1t is nothing,”” she said,
all. Is Arthur hero?”

“ Yans, wathah!” said D'Arcy, turning his eyoglass
curiously ur‘»’on hiis consin. ‘T met Tom Mowwy and the wesl
some timo back. and weported to them that you had decided
to wémain with that wottah, Ethel,” )

“Shut up, Gussy!” -
“ Weally, Blake—" -

“ Cheese it 1" Ins

“1 wefuse—-"" = f P
Ethel smiled at the juniors.

“I 'am all right,” she said. “I have been runniflg;
Lumley put me ashore by the willows, and I came througly

* That’s all, then ?”’ said Figgins, in great relief. -

Ethel blushed. It occurred to her that if she said that tho
was all, it would be perilously necar an untruth. But if sho
said that Lumley had frightened her, it would be very bad
for Lumley.

“N-n-no.” she murmured. “That is not all. But—but it
is all right. I have not been hurt.”

The juniors exchanged significant glances, 1

If Tthel snid she had not been hurt, it was the truth, buf
they had no doubt that Lumley had been guilty of somy
rudeness, a8 on o previous occasion. ) p

And their looks spoke volumes of what they could not say
before the girl, They meant to moake tho Outsider of St
Jim's smart for it :

“1 am so sowwy, Ethel” said D’Arcy gently, without
specifying cxnctly what he was sorry for. “But weally [
wanted to take you away fwom that boundah, you know, and
you would not let me.

“1t i ull right, Arthur.”

“1 felt that T could not eppose your wishes, deah gal,
though weully Lowthah has been tellin' me T was an ass not |
to slog the Outsidah on the spot.”

““Oh, shut up!” growled Monty Lowthoer.

“It is_all nght now,” said Ethel. “I must go to tho
school.' Mrs. Holmes will be wondering what has besome
of me"!

The juniors gathered round Cousin Ethel like o bodyguard.
They walked to the school with serious faces. Tithel ywished
to speak, but for some time she could not decide what to sxy.
It was not till they had nearly reached the Sehool House thit
she found words to gay. ;

Sho looked uneasily ab the juniors,

T want you to do me a favour,” she said.

¢ Anythin', denh gol.” f

““OF coursg,” snid half a dozen voices. *You've only to
say, Cousin Ithel.”

“ You are sureé you mean that?”

¢ Yaas, wathah!” e

¢ Quite sure.”

¢ Honour bright !"’

.
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« Vary well, then.  Vou are thinking of punishing Jerrold

Lumley for his action this afternoon,” suid Ethel,

" Tom Merry & Co. were silent,

“They certainly woro Lln‘nkiulg of that, but they didu't want

to go mto delnils before Ethol, -

The girl looked directly at them.

“ Well," said Tom BIoniy at lnst cautionsly— well, yon
wor, he's acted liko an awfully votten cad.”

A weally wank outsidah, you know, BEthel”

(ousin Ethel shook her head.

“ You must nat touch him,”* she gaid. t

JOh P! exclaimed Horries. ' Really, you know——"

¢ Draw it mild,” murmured Dighy,

Fthel's look was firm,

*That is the favour I 'want to ask.. You must all promize
not to touch Lumley for what he has done—each of you.™

The juniors looked dombfounded!

, They were at a loss for words; and Cousin Ethel pursued :
“¥You think it curious I should ask this, as the injured
arty. Fumnley treated me very foolishly and rudely, and I

Enow he ought to be pumshed. I dislike him very much—

more now than evor before. * 1 do not think I can ever hear

to see him sgain, if T can help it. But—but I do not want
him to be punished.”

Tam Merry appearsd to Jgulp something down.

“Then we agree,” he said, )

“1 know T can trust you,” said Cousin Bthel, * Not ene
of you will lay a hand on him. I have your promise "

“ Honour hright " :

* Thank you so much !"'

- And Ethel, with a grateful smile to the juniots, went imto

the Head's house.

CHAPTER 18.
fi= = Lumley Has to Face the Music.

9 OUSIN BTHEL did not soo very much of Tom
 Mérry & Uo. that visit, for the afternoon was now

gone.  But presently she had tea in Tom Merry's

‘ytudy, and it wes o very pleasant ier).  One thing only was

weighing on the juniors’ spirits—the faet that théir promise
bound thens, and they could not touch Jerrold Lumley. The
?utatder of St. Jim's was to cscape seot-free after all he had
done, A

When Cousin Ethel departed the juniors saw her off, and
a gloomy group.  They
¢od to mske Lumley pay for what he had done, but it
was not within the roulms of the possible now. Clifton Dane,
Bernard Glyn, and Reilly were lounging st the door of the
School House. Thoy stared at the clouded faces of
Tom Merry & Co. )
o Anything wrong?"' asked Glyn.

* Oh, no!”* X

" Fath, and ye look specially cheerful, if everything's
’_'lght!" remarked’ Reilly, “*Have you szt on yer Sunday
{opper, Gussy "
U Weally, ?\’eﬂl_\‘-—-” x - ¥

“Oh, it's rotten!” said Tom Morry; while the othess
runted with annoyance. * You know we were hunting that
td Tamley up and down this afternoon, because he had
{lviven off with Cousin Ethel. Well, Ethel's made us promise
not to punish him. You know how u glrl’is—nlwufs tender-
hearted, and not wanting even u beast like Lumley to ke
hurt?  We'ge given onr word.”
. “Rotten!” said Dane.
. Beastly " agreed Glyn, : .
) Faitl, and ye've done in, thien!” =aid Reilly thoughtfully,
I Have yo all promised not to touch the spalpeent™

“That's it,” said Figgins gloomily.

Reilly grinned. )
© “Phen ye're all barred. But——" 2
" “But what 7" asked Tom Merry, struck by the expression
upon the Irish iunion:’s faco. **'We can’t get out of i,

*No, but—" Reilly chuckled. “Sure, and the spalpeen
ought to be punished.!”

* ¥uas, wathah 1 . 3 : .

* And, suve, U the boy to do it,”" said le}ly. ¢ T haven's
promised unybody anythin’, and ' going todo it.””

he ohums stared at him. ! .

*“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Blake. “ Trust & blessod Ivishian
10 find o wuir out of u diffieulty! Ha, he, hat

“1 dan’t know whether our promise allows that,” duobuted
Tom Merry., * We suid we wouldn't touch hin.” ¥

*“That's all ngm," said Blake. ** We didn’t say Relly
wouldn’t touch him. Reilly’s-nume wasn't mentioned.™

i ?Et Et;!ml' mesnt thit he wasn't to be punished for what
10 did—— 5

“ Railly's & free egent—wehie: not going: to give lim
orders” Manners remarked.

* Faith, and ye're right.
Punish him for what

N pans

Besides, sure, P'm not going to
did,"” =aid Reilly solemnly; “T'm
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goin’ to fght the bounder because T don't like thefway he
does his front hair, begoria!™ L .

& gnir lmi ha !]" urD‘ < -

= Hallo, hore he 18! exclaimgd® Digby. e 1

The Outsider of St. Jim's ggme down the pussage. There
was a gloomy look upon hi= Mce, too.  Perhaps he wis not
wholly satistied with the ending of the aftévnéon’s adventuic,
and was redlising his blundey, "ol

** Faith, and I want to spenk to yez, Lomley.”

Lumley looked up. : ‘

Ho scawled at the sight of the cluis of St. Jim's.

“Oh, it's you!” he exelsimed, A yagging, 1 suppese?
Well, you're a dozen to one, and 1 guess you can do 68 you
plesse.  1'm ready.” o~
“We're not going to vog you,” said Jack Blake. “We
promiged Cousin'Erhel not.” >

“I guess I don't eare. I'm not asking to be lot off. You
may begin as soon &4 you like,' suid Eumley, with a dhirug
of the shoulders. 2 ;

*“We shall not begin.*

* Wathah not!” 5

“ Kaith, and it's nie ye've got to deal with!" exclaivied
Reilly, “1I don't like the way ye do ¥or frent lhair, D
}cwc; and ye're going to fight me forag!™

“You dummy—=""

Smaek ! 1

Reilly's open hand sinote the Qutsider of St Jin's full
upon the check, and he staggered.  The next moment he
sprang fiercely ‘upon the Ivish junior,

Kangaroo van between,

“Not here!” he exelaimed.
pmfeﬁta in the School House on the scenc.
gym; T 5

5“'l don’t care where 1 come” said Lumley, between lis
tecth, ‘‘only be quick—thal's all1” : F

The juniors mude their woy to the gym. i & body. They
did not enter it. In a guiet spoty lighted by the hiaze from
one of the gym. windows, they stopped, and there they
formed o ring, and Lumiey and Reil!y‘tnnk their jackets off,
rTige Outsider relled up lis slecves, with o bitter smile apon
his face.

* 8o yow're ull keeping off the gress!” he said.  “Don'd
you feel inelined to wade in, Figgins

Figgins gritted his {ectl. . o

“ Ves, I do,”" he said. “but I've promized Consin Bthel.'

* What o convenient promise!’” sncered Lumley.

Figgins went cvimson. : :

“Do you think I'm afreid of you, you worm?? he
exclaimed. A ;

Jerrold Eumley shrugged his shouldevs, . .

Tt is usually ¢ coward who hides himself boliind a givl or
a promice,” he vepliod, with & curling lip. : i

‘i%gius made o movement towards ‘the Outsider, hut Kerr
canght him by the arm and puiled him back. :

*Pon’t an oss; Figay," muttered the cool Seottish
junior. “Can't you see lis pame? Held wive anything to
make you break your promize to Cousin: Ethicl  That's whot
be wants," 3

Figging breathed huard through his nose. 5

“It's all right, Kerr, old man; I won't touch him.”

* Ara yo resdy, Lumley?! asked Reilly,

1 guess s0.”

And tliey began, .

The' OQutsider put up a good fight—for hin—but he was not
the mateh of the haydy, high-spirited Irish junior. Reilly
received many & hard knock without flinching, but he gave
back many more than heveceived, ; =

There was no danger of thie Outsider refusing to take his
!mnixluuént. He stood up to Reilly till he conld stand no
ongor,

Ii’ut that time came at Just, and after the fifth xound
Lumloy-Lumlcy lay on his back, too dazed and exbausied (o
rise:

He rofused any hiolping hand with his usunl snarl, and they
Jeft him. Tom Mersy & Co. hod kept, their promise {o
Cousin Iothel, but the Qutsider of 8t. Jim's had nat escaped
punishment. % :

But a% the Qutsider sat alone in hie study aftcrwards, with
dizzy brain snd aching head, it was not his bruises, his aches,
that troubled him most—for he was thinking of the chance
he had had that day of gaining the regard of Cousin Ethel—
the ohance he had hed' of winning her réspect—ond how le
had, with the caddishiness that seeled inherent in his nature,
thrown that chasce away,  The girl had been growing to
trust liin, and he bad lost her trust. The chance was gone!
Would it ever recur?

“We don't want all the
Come to the

YHE END,
(Another splendid, long; compiete school tale of Tom
Merry & Co. and Lumliey-Lumitey next Thursday,

‘,..mf.g “Tha Mystery of the Idill," by Martin Clifford.

Please order your copy of “The Gem ' Library in
advance,)
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Splendid New Nature-Story Feature.

A SLIPPERY GUSTOMER.

By ¥X'. ST. MARS,

E slept upside down, and he did it for twenty hours
H out of the twenty-four in five months out of the
year, and for twenty-four out of twenty-four as a
general rule during the othet sever months. Morcover, as
if that was not enough, he flew—yea, he flew, though he
was a mammal, which is what you call an animal—and he
flew with wings that had no feathers. His voice was a
squeak of such high pitch that few human ears were tuned
to hear it, and his length was three inches and one quarter,
and his wing-span exactly fourtcen inches and one cighth.
In other words he was a bat, the largest English bat, and
his official name was Noctule. .

He dropped from the hole under the thatched roof of the
barn, and shot upwards again inlo the night with a speed
that was amazing. Then he began to perambulaie the sky
ab a terrific rate, flying straight. Suddenly came a hum—a
droning hum like that of a motor very, very far away, and
a cockchafer, which is a pinchafer, passed going like the
wind. The bat shot round on a slant, and gave chase.
No eye could follow the evolutions of that hunt. It was
just a mazy flicker that made the eyes ache, but at the end
the bat swung round on his course with the beetle in his
mouth.

For perhaps a sccond he shut his wings and fell a foot,
recovering again instantaneously. This he did four times in
all, all the while keeping on his course, much as you will
sce a tumbler pigeon do, only much more wonderfully.

As a matter of fact, that beetle was by no means dead, and
he was trying to wriggle round in the bat’s mouth and get
a hold somewhere with his powerful jaws, and the bat was
shifting him straight again by shutting his wings and ad-
justing that beetle with the clawlike hooks on the joints of
his wings. Finally the bat’s little teeth, each sharp as a
lancet, came together—snap! And that was the end of the
beetle.

Thirteen heetles in all hie caught in this manner through
the moonlit haze of the eurly summer night. Beneath, the
trees of the wood spread bii!owing like a black—or silver
where the moon touched the leaves—sca, and the air was
heavy and stagnant as it is before thunder.

An owl hooted somewhere below in the woods, and a
fellow ‘owl answered away in the distance. Crickets filled
the intervals, a frog croaked, and a nightjar—which is a
goatsucker—* churred ”’ like a fisherman’s reel at work.

There were also: other bats, bats of all kinds; the little
Long-eared bat, whose éars are as long as his body, which
is barely two inches; the Pipistrelle, who hunts n{ night,
has short ears like n monse, and 8 only half an inch longer
thon the last; and the Serotine bat, who is nearly as big as
the Noctule, and who flies o slow, henvy, flapping flight
near the ground.

Suddenly, o strange thing happened. Tt wus as if a fairy
had waved a wand and struck cvery living thing into in-
visibility. The bats—Long-cared, Pipistrello, Serotine, and
all—had vanished like smoke. They were one minute, and
then—they were not. And not only they bub all else; goat-
auﬁzkor, field mice, rabbits, rats—all had danced into no-
whnere.

Now, when the wild folk vanish in that fashion you may
bet any money you plesse that death is not very far away,
and 50 if was in this case. Quite soundlessly across n clear-
ing in the wood there flitted & large brown shape. Tt was
like the coming of a tiny ghost, an uncanny thing with big,
,\{illow, round eyes and flapping wings which made no sound
at all,

The Noctule bat saw it, but—saw it too late.
it saw him.

It was a long-eared owl, and the same are the very same
thing as death to bats, rats, mice, and many other of the
wood folls.

Like a flash of forked lightning the bat darted down to
the trees, and the soft “hur-hurr’’ of the owl's wings be-
hind him told what he might expect. ;
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They came down together from a height to the forest
trees, the owl following every twist and turn of her in-
tended victim so closcly that she almost appeared to have
been fastened to him {)y string. But she wasn't, It was
her own marvellous power of flight.

For a few seconds that bat had what one might call an
anxious time. He wanted his life badly; had plonty to do
with it. He did not moan to be switched off by any old
owl without having a run for it, If only he could reach the
trees ! That was the key to the problem If only he could
reach those trees he had a trick up his wing that would
make uny mere fouthered flyer sing small 3 =

And he did reach those trees—reached them with so little
to spare that the owl's beak was snapping within four-fifths
of an inch of his tail. <

Now, under the boughs it was as pitch dark as o elosed
cellar, The twigs, leaves, boughs, and (ree-trunks formed a
bewildering lubyrinth, and both bat and owl were doing
their thirty miles an hour good. The result was startling.
Ono would expect it to be. x

The bat went on. In spite of his fourteen inches of wing-
sproad ho continued fo go, dropping only his speed to nboul
twenty miles an hour, He ducked, he dodged, he doubled
and darted and dived, he turned, he (wisted, slid, skidded,
skated round corners’ on one wing, as it were, and, in
short, did every amazing sort of wing play you could
imagine.

He ought to have been dashed to picces not once but a
hundred times, of caurse, but he was not. Instead, he kept
on, and continued o keep on through quite an acre of the
black tangle, till he esma out -into another clearing and
serenely flew away.

Now, if you do not know bats—and they are common
cnough in summer for all to watch, oven in citiss—you
will scarcely believe this miracle. It is true, nevertheless,
The bat, you see, has the most marvellous sense of touch
running throughout all the nerves which thread his wings
like the lines of w spider's web. 8o wonderful is this sonsa
of touch that he is able to avoid collision with any obstacle
even when he cannot see it.

As for the owl, she stopped. Oh yes, she stopped—dead.
I mean really dead. Besides being larger, her wings had
no wonderful mechanism which would tell her where things
wore without seecing them, and even an owl cannot
stop from thirty miles an hour to desd nothing in half o

yard. She smote a branch in trying to turn off at the—"%,

moment, and the branch broke hor neck, and the rest was a
fluttering heap on the ground, which very soon lay still.

We find the bat—our Noctule bat—an hour later flying
high across the sky on his way home to bed. He was not
one of those bats which fly all night long, you sec. In fact,
very few do. Very soon he came to the old barn, slanted
down, shot under the thateh, closed his wuu{x, and with the
impetus thus attained flashed up like & bullet through the
nacrow hole in the thatch, and into the gransry under tho
roof, and opening his wings again inside, oaught himself,
as it were, before he fell to the Hloor. "Then he went straight
and silently to the wall and “hung up' under the roof.
The “hanging up '’ process consisted of hanging suspended
and upside down by one of his hind claws, his winga
wrapped round him to keop him warm. He was not aloni
here; several of his com{mnwns had arrived before him,
Had it been light you might have found them huag up also,
in likely and out-of-the-way spots botween the roof and the
wall. They noted his coming, though they made no move-
ment.

But other cyes besides those of the Noctules had watched
the coming of our frlend. In spite of the speed of his
flight, and the noisclessness of it, and the darkness, fwo
round eyes on & rafter turned and watched him sottle hime.
self. Then they set out to stalk him.

The stalker was a cat—a young cat. It must have known
very little, that eat.  Anyway, it stalked, inch by inch,
nearer and nearer. Then, with that suddenness peculiar to
cits, it made its spring.

In a second it had the bat under its paw. In a sccond
second it had the bat in its mouth. In a third second it—
well, drolln)cd the bat.and ran away sneezing. And the bat,
being only slightly scratched, though horribly frightoned,
got up and flew to & safer hanging up place. That is the
worst of being a eat; they are so dainty and faddy about
smells, On the other hand that is the best of being 4
Noctule bat, they smell like—like—well, look here, o motor:
I.)bus smells like new-mown hay in compsarison to a Noctulo

at.

(Aniother af théze wonderful Ltk stories next Thirsday. Readers may
Ue sntereated to know that a splenid, long, emmplete tale of life and ai-
venture in the Biitish Navy, by K. St. Mars, appaars in ““ The Empira
Library. Nowonsale. Price One Halfpenny.) 4
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Read this First.

Oswald Yorke, onetime knight of the road, joins the
Navy as a midshipman under the name of John Smith, His
first ship, the frigate Catapult, is wrecked under peculiar
circumstances, and Oswald is one . of the few survivors.
His next ship, the Fircball, is despaiched to the Isle of San
Andrade to investigate the conduct of a cortain family of
plénters named Wilkon, who are suspected of complicity
with the notorious pirete Kester, Scouting round the house
in the dark, Oswald gathere clear evidence of the planters’

uilt, but is captured and hestily thrust into o dark cup-

onrd. His men enter later, but their suspicions are dis-
semed by the Wilsong, and they Jeave again. Norah Wilson
mnnages to prevent her Cousin Joseph from murdering
Oswald at once, but the departure of the frigate from the
~¥8ud early the next morning leaves Norah with little hope
{nyl I;)_ewuld‘s life, nx the ruffianly Joteph is determined to
A1 bim. -
(Now go on with the story.)

Norah’s Ideal!

Norah remembered the scene on the verandah that day—
Joseph sprawling at full length on the greund, and Oswald,
with elenched fists, standing over him. It would be useless
to appeal to Joseph Wilson.

There was only one other—Jake, the negro—Jake, who
vas in the elder Wilson’s confidence, who was his sworn
servant, body and soul; who would murder her herself if her
ancle commanded it, without hesitation and without pity.

To none of the three men who held Oswald’s lifc in their
kands could she appeal. There was no one else. The other
egrees were in hiding in -the plantations and woods. It
it be hours before she could find them, and even then
: krew that there was not one of them that she could trust;
1ot one who would aid her against her uncle, whom they all
hated, but feared with terror born &f long suffering and
brutal usage. :

But she must do something, and soon. The sun was riding
Licher and kigher in the heavens. Presently the men would
awaken, and then g

She shuddered and clasped her hands together; then stole
Fack to the eupbosrd, and listened for a moment.

“Oh, if anly I had the strength !” she muttered, “Only
the sirength to force open this door !

She glanced: round the room with feverish cagerness, and
Lox eyes fell on a knife lying on the floor.

1t had probably belonged to one of the
been left behind in the hurry.of the flight. .

She ran towards it, and picked it up; then, retwrning to
the daor, thrust the stout steel blade in the crevice, and tried
1o prise the door open. ;

The door might have been of sclid steel for all the effcct
that Ker strength had against it.

At the third attempt. the knife broke off sharp, and fell
to the floor with a ringing sound that struck a celd terror
0 her heart

“What can I do?’” be whispered, wringing her hands.

pirates, and had
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“Tt 18 no good, Norah. God bless
me, but vou can’
until they come.’

“But they will kill you! I know they will kill you!
Don’t you understand what it mezns to them? "If you escape
their lives and liberty are not safe. They dare not risk
letting you live. What can I do?”* ;

“ Nothing,” he answered calmly. *“You have done all
that you can. You have done more for me than anyone else
on earth could.”

“If I could only get the key !"* she muttered.

¢ key! : -
.““Where is the key? Perhaps my uncle has it!’ She
pressed her hands to her head for a moment, and thought.

you for trying to help
42 dear,” Oswald whispered. ‘I must wait

‘“Yes; my uncle must have it.”

It is the last chance, and she takes it. 5

“I1 shall be back soon; I am not deserting you,” she
whispered. 5

Then, crossing over to the long sideboard at the end of
the room, she poured hersclf out a glass of water, and
drank it.

Then on tiptoe she crept out of the room as noisclessly
as a shadow.

No one was stirring in the house. A short flight of rudely-
constructed stairs led up to the first floor, where her uncle’s
bed-room wag situated.

Despite her caution, the stuirs creaked loudly under her
light weight, and each sound went through her heart like a
knife-stab.

The deor of her uncle’s room was closed—locked, perhaps,
she thought, with a thrill of horror. But noj; it opencd as
she gently lifted -the latch. s

Her heart ‘was beating so rapidly as almost to suffocate
her as she stole into the room.

i against 4 wall, for her
cr; then, regaining her

She stood for a moment lecanin
strength scemed to be deserting

composure with a violent effort of will, she stole gently
towards the bed on which Mr. Wilson lay. A

He was sleeping soundly; dressed as she had scen him Jlast.
Evidently he Ymd come up to his room and thrown himself
down on his hed, and fallen asleep in a few moments.

For some moments she wiiched him, scarcely daring to
Ercathe; then her hand stole out gently.

“There was a buzzing sound in her ears. She was conscious
of an almost unconquerable inclination to scream aloud;
kut she remembered that Oswald’s lifc depended on her, and
the thought proved her strength.

There was nothing in the first pocket she felt in. The

second contained only a cigar-case and a pocket-book, but no
keys. :
In another pockot there wus some loose moncy, but still
no keys. There was only one pocket left, tho right-hand
pocket of his coat, and he was partly lying on it. Foi somo
moments she stood silently, nerving herself for {lie ordedl:
then suddenly he drew a deep bresth, and threw out one
arm, almost touching her as she stood beside him.

He was going to awaken! Noj; he merely turned a Jittle,
and lay still once more. -
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Tt seomed as if Heaven itself had favoured her, for in
$urning Mr. Wilson had left the other pocket at her mercy.

Her wkhite hand was in it in & moment. There wore keys
thore—yes, ab last keys|

She drew them out, s dozen keys on a bunch, handling
thom carefully so that they should make no sound. 3

But the key she sought was not among them. She remem-
berad that tha key of the cupboard was rusty. Tk had been in
tha ou%bonrd loolc for months, as far buck as she could
womember, and all theso keys were bright from constun$
friotion in their owner's pooket.

A feeling of despair came over hoer. In spite of all, she
had not succeeded.” There was no other key in the pocket—
nothing elsa,

Bhe returned the bunch gently, and then commenced a
gearch of the room, but without success. .

And the precious minutes wore pnssingb slowly, bringing
death noarer and nearer to the prisoner below.

Hor unole had not got the key; she was surs of that,
Porhaps Josoph had ?

She had lost all timidity now. She was cool and calm—
strangely calm, considering the awful issue that rested on
i‘;be nxx;ooass of her gearch. Her calmness surprised eyen

ersolf.

She stole out of the room, and gently closed the door aftar
her, and & fow moments latér was standing outside her
cousin’s bed-room door. A

Ho was asleep ; s8ho could hear that even out in the passage
whera she stood,
Carefully she pushed open the door, and enterad.

Like his father, Joseph was lying on his bed dressed,
excopt for his coaf, which he had taken off and flung on to
ths Hoor.

A feeling of disgust and aversion overcame her for a
moment, as she stood looking at the young man's heavy face,
which looked even more repulsive and brutish in slesp than
in awakening.

He was lying on his back, with one arm hanging down
over the side of the bed, his head thrown back, and his
mouth open.

He was sleeping heavily; and she could guess why, for the
faint smell of spmts_sulf hung about the room. :

She stooped and picked up the coat lying at her feet, and
felt quickly in the pockets.

There was nothing in the first, but in the second there
were some papers, a kaife, and a key,

Yes, a key—the key at last, ste was sure. There was the
rust on the handle. She looked at it intently for a moment.
She was almost certain it was the key that she sought for.

Should she try it, and run no further risks of awakening
the sleeper, or should she search further now?

She resolved on the, first course, and, slipping back the
papers into the coat-pocket, and retaining the possession of
the key and knife, she stole out of thg room, and closed
the door after her. ;

She was almost dizzy with excitement as she flew down
the stairs. Her heart was beating’ so fast that it secmed
almost to suffocate her.

At the door of the saloon sho staggered; but, with a last
effort of will, she arossed the room, nnd leaned for a moment
against the door of Oswald's prison, panting for breath.

With trembling, unstendy hand sho fitted the key into the
lock. It fitted—it turned—and the next moment the door
was open.

Then for a moment she utterly lost consciousness, and
awakened to find herself in Oswald’s arms.

1-110 was free, but not safe yot. There was not a moment
to lose.

“ They are asleep,’’ she whispered. * T stole the key from
Joseph’s pocket. They may awaken mow at any moment.
You must go—go!”

In her intense excit t she pushed him towards the door
with hor outstretched hands. =

“ And leave you hero for them to wreak their fury on?”
said Oswald. “No, no; I cannot! I shall stay with you,
and protect yon against those fends!"

“They will not harm me. I ahall be safe. So long as
gou aro safe they will not dare to harm me, for they will
know that you wonld guess. . For pity's sake go! After all
I have done and risked for you, you cannot refuse me now.”

Her protty face wos pale to the lips, her eyes were full
of intense plesding.

“1 will go, but I shall come back soon,” he said. * Heaven
Lless you for what you have done!” s

He seized her hand, and, raising it to his lips, kissed it
passionately.

“You will find several oances Iying on the beach. Talo
one, and put out to sea. You will be sble (o see the frigata
still. Stay; take this” She thrust Joseph's knife into his
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hand. “Rip holes in the others, so that thoy will not ba
sbla to follow vou. Now gol™

“¥es, I will go,” he said. Then suddenly stooped and °
kissed her on the cheek, and, without another look baol-
awards, he jumped out through the open window, and started
running down the hill. :

She watched him for some moments, until he was hidden
from her sight by the trees; then she returned to the cup- '
bonrd, closed the door, and turned the key in the lock.

With the key in her hand, she returned once more to tho
window, and then, exerting nll her strength, fung the key
far out into the tangled grass

And now that it was over her strength was failing her fast.
A foeling of dizziness came over her, Stuggering blindly
neross the room, she reached fhe couoch, and ss she sank
down upon it the sunshine suddenly vanished, giving place
to darkness. -

It was nearly an hour later when Joseph and Jake enterad
the room. - e

** Missy still unconscions,” said the megro, with a grin.
f“All de betterer for missy, she not see noting—eh?'

Joseph weant to the svindow snd looked ouf.

““The frigate has gone.
apeck.” : %
His eyes were still Full of slesp, and he did not notico
another speck nearer in shore on the shimmering sea. e
had only gone to the window to satisfy himself that tha

frigate was gone; and he was satisfied.

Jake had gone down on his knaes beside the locked door.
“Hallo, you little man-o"-wir bucera! How you sleep—
eh? You hab plenty pleasant night-rest—ch?  Noting to .
distarb yo'. You hab plenty more rest bimeby—plenty lonz

Tost. Ifn, ha, ha!”

“ Hold your row!" said Joseph, between his clonched
teath. * You’ll wake the girl. 1’1l be better to let hoe
stop as she is till afterwards.” .

o went over to the couch, and stood for a moment loaking
down on Norah’s white face, just as, an hour ago, she had
atood looking on him as he slept. ]

“She sin't dead,” He muttered, *she’s breathing.”

He lifted her hand, and when he let go it fell heavily on
her side,

“ She looks like death, but she's breathing," he muttered.
“Tt's o long time she's like this. Well, all the bettar,

There it is in the distance—just a

It'1l be timo to awaken her when we have settled with hismi -

And then we can tell her he hss gone. She'll believe it.'”

At this moment the door opencd, snd the elder Wilson®
came into the room.

“ &till unconscious?” he asked, glancing at Norah,

“Ves; and all the befter. The frigate’s gone. Wa'll by
able to got rid of that hanged little spy without any troubls,"
replied Joseph

He was feeling in his coat-pocket ns he spoke, and a look
of astonishment crept into his face. ;

“T thought I kept that key last ni ht when T lockad him
in,”” he mutterod. He looked towards his father. “I sup-
pose I gave it back to you."

Mr. Wilson shook his head. 2

“No; vou kept it,” ne suid impatiently.
got it."

o turned out the contents of his pockets one after nnother,
and the key was not there. : 1

“Come, where i3 it?"” he asked impatiently.

“ Hang me if I know! I thought L put it in this pockat,
but it isn’t here.! ;

Joseph went over to the tfable, and turncd oul all his
pookets on to it. But the key was not among the things.

“What have you dono with it? It must be fomewhere
Hurry up! We don't want the niggers to l':le about, or that
girl to wake up, before we have finished, said the elder
man. » - :

I can’t make it out. I swear I had it, and put it in this
pocket. Ah, I remember! I threw my coat aoff when I laid
down. I darc say it has tumbled out on to the floor. I'll
go back and look.” _

Joseph Wilson hurried from the room, while his father
went to the sideboard, and poured himself ont a stiff glass
of brandy.

““ You can do the job, Jake,’”’ he muttered. I ain’t fit for
it this morning; my hand is all shaky. I haven't got the
nerve yvou've got, Jake: 7

“1 got plenty nerye, massa,’” the nogro said, with a grin,
1 reckon I young massa buccra plenty guick time!”
He took a long, villainous-looking knife out from the zash
ho wore round his waist, and felt the keen edge with lis
finger. “ Don't tink leatle bucers hab much to say when L
done wid him!" he said, with a look of satisfaction on lia
evil-looking face.

“T have not
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“ 1 wish Joseph would be quigk—coareless brute!” muttered
the elder Wilson, A
A few minntes later Joseph returned,” with o puzled,
suspiciove ook on his face.

“I can't find that key, or my knife, either,” lie said. 1
can’t understand it You don’t think that girl—"
“Pooh! She’s unconscious; she isn’t shamming. She

conldn’t shizm a white face like that. OL course she has
m.-thinf to do with it. It's your own carelessness. You
have dropped it somewhare. But we can’t wait about here
all duy. Juke, break the door down!"

it was casy to give the order, but not so easy to obey.
fhe door was preof against even Jake's immense strength
for oo time; but at last, with the aid of a heavy ien
pbar, the blaok succeeded in forping the door off its hinges.

“ New, then, out with him, and don’t give him time to
whout oot " mutterad Mr. Wilson hastily. !

Jake peered into the dark recess, then turned an astonished
fuce towards his master.

“Him not dere! Him gone! De cupbcard empty!” ko
ciied.

* Cone! DEmpty! You are mad!” shouted Mr. Wilson,
snd sprang tewards the cupboard.

But it was true. Tha place was empty.
had Hedt

For a moment the three men stood looking at one
another, specchless with surprise. Then, with a scream of
fury, Mr. Wilson sprang to the window, and gazed out over_
the sca: o5

*Therc—there!” he shouted excitedly. ¢ Where is my
glass? Jake, look! Do you see nothing? A speck! Look!”

1 sec something, fo’ suah,” said the black. ‘' I swear it
am & boat !

Meanwhile, Joseph had found the glags on tha sideboard,
and pot it to his eyes

“It'e & canoe, and one man in it! It's him, T'll swear!”
lic cried excitedly. ' It's her doing!” he added, with an
outh, pointing to thewnconscious girk

" Vou are mad! How conld ghe? But we can't stop here
talking. He must be secured—killod! 'There is time yet
to overtake him!” coried the elder Wilson, almost beside
hiresclf with excitement. " If he gots away, we are done!
Jt's a hanging job foy all of ws! Jake, n hundred pounds if
you cateh him and sink hinl”

Without a moment’s hesitation, the three men leaped out
through the window. and ran ae finrd a8 thoy could down ic

ore.
“1 earn dat hundred pounde! T ecatoh him! Him not
know how to use paddle like Jake ! cricd the negre. “ Hab
no fear, massa, dat cussed leetle man-o-war bucers not
eccape, aftor alll' :

The gigantic negre picked up one of the canoes as though
if.'\;'ag a feather-weight, and ran down to the water's edge
with it

But the next momont his assurance vanished.

* Pore’s hole in de boitem ¢b

The prisoner
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©:wald’s Intense Loneliness.

When Ouwtld cscaped from the house and ran down -
to the ehore, he felt very much like a coward, to go
and leave the girl who “had ricked eo mucli on his
behalf, behind to face her uncle and cousin's fury. Once
he stopped in his flight, snd even turned to retraoe his steps
to the houses but then he remembered” hor intense anxiety
that lie shounld go, and, morcover, he knew that by remaining
on the island ho would not be able to protect her, while his
own life would assuredly be forfcited.

And so he went on, and presently found himself on the
sand whern the canoes lay, There were eight or ten of
them, and were principally used by the negrges on Mr.
Wildon's estate for fishing. Z _ -
He sgelected one, and dragged it down to the water's
cdﬁe; they, remembering Norah's insteuctions, returned,
and, drawing out the knife she had given him; slashed the
hide of the others info strips.  Not only did he do this, but
he collected all the paddles and l!\mt them into his canoe,
and then, pushing it off from tho shore, sprang in.

He felt no elation at his csedpe; his thoughts were full of
the girl he bad left behind him,  Besides; his own position ™
was not quite securd. Poseibly thore might be soms other
craft at the service of Mr, Wilkon, in which he could be
pursued; and even if there were nof, he'had other enemics
to fear beside the planter and his eon.

And of these other foes, the one to be dreaded most was
thirst. e, who had suffered the awful tortures of thirst
whon cast away in the Catapult’s boat; knew the agony of
it, and shuddercd lest he should be obliged to again go
through the same awful oxperienes, and this time alone!

He had neither food nor water, and, beside this, his frail
oraft was not fashioned to stand the force of a heavy sea.
If the sea rose hefore e was picked up, the canoe would
inevitably be swamped. §

So although Oswald had escaped from the island, he at
rresent had little enough to congratulate himself upon.

The. Fiveball was still visible, but only as a speck on the
distant horizon; and each moment the speck was growing
loss find less distinet as the frigute, with all sail sef, stood
ity chago of the now invisible pirates. . e Ay & i

It was hopeless to think that he could ever overtake the
frigate. His present aim and object must be to get as far
from- the island as possible and then put his faith-and trust
in Prlovidence, and pray that he may be seen:-by some passing
vessel.

Favoured by wind and tide, his fragile ecraft scarcely
scemed to necd the assistance of the paddle, which he
wielded clumsily enough !

An hour passed, and objects on the island had become
indistinct. He could see the dark mass of the woods, which
scemed to rise out of the sea; but he could not see the shore,
not the men whe had gathered

dis canoce so big dat I put my

Liead in!” he shouted.

He flung the useless canoe
awny, aod rushed back to the
shore agnin,

“There's a hole in each
onc!” cried Joseph, with an
oath. ¢

Yes, in each of the cances
huge gashes had been' ma 4
not ‘one, but many. It would l
be the worl of hours almost to
repair- even ene of them. (]

“Can nothing be done?” 8
cried the elder Wilson, in a !

L]
)

Do ?

hoarse yoice

“ Noting =op to mend one-ob
de eance,” said Jake, “and
dat take hour or more. Dat
debbil white boy, him cuf de
cance pretiy 't.mdiy. Him hab ‘
a shurp knife, fo! suah! e A

Thare was a look of ho;-n(m,d \
despuir on the clder man’s Ve
face. He realised to the fuil ¥
what Oswald’s escape meant |\
for him. 1t meant that the
moment, the boy had told his
story, ® Government vessel
would be gent to the isiand,
and he would be arrested and
shipped off to Kingston to take
his trial—he and his son—and

i—{ow Do (fo

WHOM TO WRITE T0—The
Editor, ‘‘GEM " LIBRARY, 23-9,
Bouverie Street, Fleet Street,
London, who will be pleasc 4 to
hear from you,

““THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL.”

The Terrible Three, not to
mention Arthur, Augustus,
.and Skimpole, have quite an
exciting time—but the race
is to the strong, and Tom
Merry & Co. manage to keep
up their reputaticn against
the Grammarians.

there, to find their pursuit of
him frustrated. ’

b As the sun rose higher and
higher in: the sky, its heat -
grew more and more powerful.
His head was aching madly
from the result of the blow he
' had received the previous
s« night.

1 He stood up in the canoe,
£, and gazed intently towards the
I island. 1 3

_There was no pursuit, no
sign of another boat on the ex-
panse of water that lay be-
tween him and the land he had
50 recently quitted. Then,
turning, he gazed seawards, and
saw.nothing;,  The top masts of
the frigate had sunk from view
behind the horizon.

‘Not another spot nor speck
marred the glittering bright-
ness of the sea. Never before
in his life had he felt himself
so alone as now. “Even during
the tortures he-had suffered in
the Catapult’s boat he had had
companions’ in misery—he had
rot becn alone! :

(This thrilling serial story will be

the reéult of this trial would,

<continued in next Fhursday’s issue of

he knew, be death!
s
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

In which Mr. Squash begins as he means to go on, and
makes a peaceful expadition, which ends with a bull and a
battle.

i OIRE—foira! Wake up, will ye? Ye'll be burned

in yer beds, all ay ye! Wake up!”
It was tho first morning of the new term, and
Master Petor Hogan, awalkened for thefirst time in his life
by the clang of tﬁo vising-bell, sprang out of bed in a state
of great excitement.

* It's foive, Oi till ye!” he shouted, as e caught his foot
under the loose earpet, and went spinning across the room,
nnd alighted with some force on Bob Redding's bed.

It is doubtful if any of the St. Basil's boys had ever heen
known befora to make such good time in getting out of bed.

“Tiral Where's the fire?" demanded Megson,

l“ Don’t smell anything burning,” said Courtfield, snifling
the air.

“Who told you there was a fire?” asked Redding.

_ Hogan. tho causs of the excitement, was dashing about the
room, lustling on his clothes.

“'Twas the ball—the foire-bell! It woke me up from my
slape !"" he eried.

¢ The bell?” .

“Idiot!"" said Courtfield.

‘“ Ass! Dolt! Pig!” chorused everybody.

Hogaun looked round in bewilderment.

‘“ Phwat's the matter?’ he aslked.

““The matter is that there isn’t anything the matter,"
replicd Redding. ¢ That bell isn’t a firc-alarm, you donkey !
It's tho getting-up bell.”

**Oi don't think Oi understand.”

“11 told you it was the getting-up bell—the bell to get up
with.”’

“Phwal is it you want to get up with a bell for?" asked
Hogan innocently.

* Becnuse—becauso—  Oh, go and eat coke!
bother me !" said Redding angrily.

Hogan sat on the edge of his bed, scratching his hend.

e was o big, loosely-niads sort of boy, with a flaming head
of red hair, and a flat, good-humoured, frockled face.

Fa had only come down to St. Basil's the previous evening,
oud it was not to be expected that he would know much about
ils ways and customs.

Hogan was only one of the several changes that had come
to St. Basil’s this term.

** Foulger's House " was * Foulget's House " no longer.
That master had left St. Basil's for ever.

There was a new master to tuke his place. He came early
in the afterncon. The doctor brought him over to the
IHouse, and introduced him.

Me. Jopling—for s0 he was called—was a very big man,
with a very soft, low voice, and a gentle manner. He shook
hands warmly with every boy in the IHouse, and said he was
sure that they were all %oxng to ba very good friends, and
that he hoped that they had conie back ‘to school with their
minds made up to apply themselves to their studies with
diligence. "

In spite of his gentle, persuasive manner, Mr. Jopling soon
proved that he meant to put up with no nonsense. It was
Megson who pubt Lim to the test, and it was Megson who
suffered. :

It was the evening prep., and Mr. Jopling was sitting with
his long legs crossed, and his hands folded placidly in front
of him, when suddenly something whizzed by within an inch
of his nose,

Then something hit the wall just behind Mr. Jopling’s
chair, and he got up slowly, and, adjusting his eye-glasses,
examined the object carefully.

“ A piece of paper, or some similar substunce, that has been
considerably masticated,” he remarked fo himself, in an
audible tone of voice.

Don’t

Then he faced round to the class.

* My friends,’”” he said, sweetly and smoothly, ¢ which
among you propelled that missile?”

Silence followed, as a matter of courss; but Mr. Jopling
was not to be daunted. % :

** My oyesight is not good,” he said. *“ but it rarely decsives
ma., That small boy, the Lsst but thres on the sacond forin,
will be kind enough to stund up."' .

Megson &tood up, looking the picturs of misery:
&8 Yg;n threw a prece of paper just now, Magson," went on
Mpr. Jopling sweetly. ..

Meégson mumbled something in nn undartone, {

Do you consider it gentlen:anly to throw pieces of masti-
oatad blotting-puper?’ askod Mi. Jopling.

Still no reply }rom Megson.

T am afraid,” said Mr. Jopling sadly, ** that vour manpees
have beon somewhat noglected, and 1t will ba my enrnoit
endeayour to improve them. Moegson, my friend, you will
write out for me: ' It is ungentlemanly to throw masticated
blotting-puper at all fimes, and most especially during hours
that should be devoted entivaly to study.’ You will make a
note of that sentence, Megson, if you please; and, as T shoull
like to impress it on your memory, I shall be glad if you will
write it oul fivo hundred times, and let me have it aftor
school the duny after to-morrow. I like,” snid Mr, Jopling,
smiling sweetly, “ to begin as I propose to go on.”’

“ What did T tell you?" askctr Redding that night in bed.

“Tle's a holy terror!” said Megson. “I was never so

"disnxgnoint(.-d in_anyone in all my life!"

0; ha took vou a bit by surprise—fuirly squashed you—

oh?"" said Conrtfield. C
1 thiuk that is rather a good name for him," said Red-

ding thoughtfully. ‘ He does seem to squash vou, ival I

squashes you with his politensss and his long words, and thea

Lo gives you an imposition which fairly Hattens you out.

And %o in this way Mr. Jopling got the nume of ““ Squasl,”
which stuck to him all the time he remained at St. Basil's

Mr, Squash had o hobby. He was a rad-hot entomologi 1.
He had brought o great case with him to St. Basil's, and ona
day he asked Redding if he would like to come in and ssn
his collection.

The case contained a great number of shallow drawers, and
each draw was filled with all sorts and descriptions of butter-
flies and moths.

1 have heard,” said Mr. Squash, * that this part of tio
country is very rich in lepidoptera,’”

“ Very,” said
lepidoptera might be.

'Mr. Squash rubbed his hands.

“ We will take a little excursion, Lok me seo. To-morrow
will be Wednesday. To-morrow afterncon you and I will go
on a little excursion, and you will show mo all the best spots
you know.'

* Of course!” said Redding.

‘“ Possibly one might secure specimens of the smerinthus
gopulil, the bombyx quercus, and the crataegi?’ asked Mr.

quash.

*“ Any amount!” said Redding.
place!”

‘** Goodness only knows what he ‘was driving at!” he said
to Courtfield afterwards. ¢ He asked me if there were many
leopards about these parts, and he seemed quite pleased when
I told him there were lots.” F

“ 1 wonder if bulls would gnit him as well?' said Couct
field thoughtfully.

1 see that Farmer Jackson hns stick up a notice in his
field, ‘ Beware of the bulll’ " suid Redding.

“I don't mind if I coms, too. I've sean that bull. Mg is
a greab black beast, and directly he sces anything he rushes
atit. I think it ought to suit Squash as well as any leopard.”

So early the following afterncon the three set out, M.
Squash carrying a groen gauze butterfiy-net in one hand, and
& specimen-case, in_which to placs his captives, in the otlier.

When they got into the lane that led to Jackson's farmn,
Mr. Squash started in pursuit of o butterfly, which, oftey
leading him o dance for about a quarter of an hour, at lask
evaded lim, and got safely away.

0t was a very fine specimen of the rave chocolate tip,”
said Mr, Sriunshi wiping the perspiration from his brow.
“1 am greatly disappointed."

Mr. Squash’s chase had brought them to the Geld, nnd in
the excitement the notice-board with the warning about the
bull had quite escaped lis notice,

“I hava seen many of those chocolate drops in this fisld,”
said Redding.

“Pips!” corrected Mr. Squash, * But, irndeed, have you
soen gome in this field?’' he continued, mounting on to s
top of the gate. “Then I must indeed try my luck!” he
suid, clnnbmg_dowu on the other side.

“I am afraid that it is trespassing ! suid Courlfield.

(Continued on Page iv. of Caver.)
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“ Nonsense! I shall do no haem,” said Mr. Squash.
¢ Bul'if you are at all neryous, you may both wait here.”

They took advantage of Mr. tiquash’s ofter, and sat them-
sclves down on the gate to wateli and wait.

There was no sign of the bull anywhere, and it was not
long before Mr. Squash had starled in pursuit of another
butterfly that he had disturbed. . - = |

They were admiring the way he was prancing along over
the ground, making ineffectual grabs with his net at the
butterfly, when suddeuly, from behind a tree which stood in
the centre of the- ficld; something big and black, with four
legs and a pair of ugly, white horns, rose.

Lt was the bull, which had probably been taking a quict
uap in the shade until it had been distarbed by Mr. Squash.

Mr. Squash, intent upon the capture of the butterfly, saw
nothing, and dreamed not of danger, awl cach step he toak
carried him farther and farther away from the. gale.

“PBetter give him a shout !’ said Redding.

¢ Better hold your row " said Conrthield. If you begin
yelling now, it will send the bull after him in a {winkling.
Let 'em alone '™ :

For some time the bull stood eyeing the antlics of Mr.
Squash, with an expression of astonishment on its face.

“Lsay, " awhispered Reddiug, “1 believe the beast is going

(i

to charge! The moment you see it start, you give a voll.

1t will distracl its attention, and warn Squash al the saine
time. There he goes, now!”

As he spokeithe bull put down its head, and started in a
bee-line for Mr, Squash.

© I1i, hi, h1!” screamed the two boys in cliorus.

My, Squash had just succeeded in catching the butterfly,
when his atten{ion was attracted by the shouting. The next
mao:ient he saw the cause of the excitement, und he cast a
hasty glance round him for sonte place of safety.

“ Ruu for the tree!” screamed Redding, poinling to the
troe which stood inthie centre of the field.

It avas the ouly possible place of refuge within easy dis-
tance of the spot where My, Scuash stood, and 'in a moment
he saw that his only hope lay in reaching the tree.

Mro Squash had long legs, and, [ortunately for him, they
soveved thre ground at a good rate. Yel he had nothing to
:pare, for swhen he reached the foot of the tree Le could
rear the thud of the bull's hoofs on the ground, aud almost
fancied he could feel the animal's hot breath on his back.

The tree was an ancient oak, the lower branches of which
were not so high from the ground but that Mr, Squash, who
was a tall man, could reach them by waking a spring,

1le did make a spring. Under the circumstances, it canie
very naturaily to bim, and, by great good fortune. he suc-

- ceeded in catching Liold of the braneh at the first attempt.

Then, with a supreme effort, he pulled himself up, just as
the bull reached the :pol where a moment before he had
stood.

The bull was annoyed at finding his victin gone, and he
showed his annoyance by pawing the ground and lashing his
sides with his ta1l, and, [illing the aiv wilh hoarse bellowings.

¢ Shoo!” said Mr. Squash, from the free, trying to
intiidate the brute with his bufterfiy-net. * Shoo !’ -

The bull did not move. It stood looking up with its
wicked little red eyes, and Mrv. Squash sat looking down.,

¢ Nagty cow I said Me. Squash.” “Go away |”

And be jabbed the bull between the eyves with the handle
of his net. In order to jab the bull, Mr. Squash was obliged
to lean forward a little. Tt would have been better if he had
sat still, for all of a sudden an ominous crack resounded, and
ihe next moment down came the entire branch, and My,
Squash with it

How he got there, Mr. Squash did not know, and he could
never remember nftor\vﬂrc!]:', but before he had entively
recovered possession of his senses Le found himself astride
the ball's br clntching the brute’s two horns for dear life,
e must have fallen from the (ree straight down on to the
top of the bull, -

Iowever, there he was, and there was the bull, trying to
ger vid of My, Squash. :

First it reared up on its hind-legs and pawed the air with
its forceleet; then, with a eunddenness which took Mp.
Squash's breath away, it reversed its position, and waved
its hind-lege in the air.

This sec-snw business went on for some littls time: and
then, suddenly cdming fo the conclusion that it would never
{;et rid of it5 enemy that way, the bull put ifs head down

befween its legs, and tore off ncross the fiekl at a rate of
about fifty miles an hour; Mr. Squash holding on for all he
wian worth,
“Tlelp ! screamed Mr. Squash.. “ITelp. or T shall die !
Courtlield and Redding; silting on the gute, clitnz {o one
entather in terror at the sight, X
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“What's to be done?" cried Courtfield.

“Run and fetch Jackson!” replied Redding,

Redding and Courtfield ran all the way to the farmhouse,
and found Farmer Jackson cleaning out his pigsties.

‘“Please—please come at once!” they panted.
a gentleman being killed by your bull !”

“There's

“Eh? A gentleman what?”’ asked the farmer, looking up
with a scowl. “In my ficld?”
Wiyres v

73

“What's he a-doing in my field; then?

¢ Being killed by vour bull?’ said Redding.

“All right I said My, Jackson cheerfully. * You'll have
to give evidence at the cor'ner’s inquest, I suppose.”

“ Aren't you coning to rescue him 2’ asked Redding.

“IWhat for? Te isn't nothing to me! Besides, he shoulkl
Jeave my bull alone. Ain’t I gone to the expense of putting
up a notice 7’

But, in spite of his words, Mr. Japkson slowly pulled him-
sell togother, and got out of & pigaty; then he catled one of
his men, and told him to gets pole dnd a rope, which wore
presently bronght; and then ery leisurely and contfoctably,
they sauntered round to the field. ;

Long before this the bull had run himself to a standstills

“Why, bast my braces,”” zaid Mr. Jackson, “if the feller
i=u’t a-sittin’ on him !’

“ Help,” shonted Mr. Squash fechly—*lielp !’

Mr. Jackson took the pole, and Jim the rope, and they
advanced on the bull cautiously. But he chowed no fight -
he was too completely done up even to bellow——and Jim just
slipped the cord over his head, while Mr. Jackson prodded
My, Squugh in the ribs with the pole,

“Get off, won't you? What do vou mean by riding iy
bull? Do you think [ go to the expense of keoping bulls for
sirangers to ride on?"" asked Mr. Juckson anurily.

My, Squash slipped down to the around:

“1 presume," he said, “yon do not imagine that I was
riding that ¢ow for pleasure?' 4 b

“Cow? That's a bull! And I ain't a-going to Lave nons
of your cireus tricks avound here, mister, I can- tell vou !’

“Well, my good wman, you ought not to Keep such a
ferocious anial !

“Ho! And I s’pose I huve ot to come and ask you what
I am to keep—ch?
Do you lmow, I have a good mind—i preeious good mind —to
give you a walloping for riding that there bull I’

My, Sauash laid his butterlly-net on the sround.

“Indeed I he said, m a gentle voice of mild surprise.

“Yes,” said Jackeon. “T've a good miund to knock you-
into the middle of next week, I have!”

And he clenched his brawny fist, and put it under M:,
Squash's nose.

“1 ablior fighting!"" said Mr. Squash. “Tt is fit only for
the brute beusts, and ought never to be indulged in Ly
rational beings. To me, there is nothing more disgustini
than a display of personal strength. It fills o with
aversion and lonthing. But, really, unless wvou fl’ikﬂ' vour

fist away, Mpr—>Mr. I do not know your name.”

“ My name 1s Jackson, and this ficld is mine, and that bull
is mine, and this fist "—and here Mr. Jackson wiaggled his
fist threateningly—*" is mine, too, and I have a precious moud
ntind to give you a taste of what for ! See here, don’t you
ever come into this field azain, or &

“Tf you threaten me like this,”” said Mr., Squash, I shail
be forced reluctantly 1o chastise you !"

M. Jackson laughed.  Ilis lpugh was met uulike the
bellowiag of his own bull.  He was the strong man of the
neighbourhood, There wazn’t a man in the place who darved
to stand up to him, and, in his gcorn and contempt, he
actually touched Mr. Squash’s nose with his fist.

Then, all of a sudden, a transformation scemed to tuko
pluce, Mz Squash's loosely-built figure secnied to bLecome
mora compact. Ile braced Limself up, threw his sliouldars
baek, and then; like a flash of lightning, his left arm darted
out straight from the shoulder, and hLe planted a resounding
blow neatly between Mr. Jackson’s eyes.

M. Jackson was staggered.  The blew would have
Lnocked an ordinary man flat, and it very nearly succecded
in taking Mr. Jackson off his legs.

For a moment he secmed dazed, and then, suddenly col-
lecting himself, he uttered.a short, hoarse roar, and hurled
hinzelf on his adversary.

If you would like to continue this grand school
tale, you can do so by purchasing a copy of this
week's issue of THE BOYS' HERALD, in which the
opening chapters of two olher grand new serials
appear. On sale Wednesday, September 28th,
‘Price One Fenny. 2 y Ty
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